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Visit Paris Via TWA! 


tiful Paris, the world capital of art, 
and fashion! How you'll enjoy 
world-famous landmarks, the gay 
lewalk cafes, the fabulous shops! 
WA whisks you to glamorous Paris in 
a few hours. And you can include 
lon and Brussels on this never-to-be- 
otten “dream trip.’’ Make your 
m a reality: enter EBONY’s 1959 
rama Contest 7 ODAY! 


Wouldn’t you like oN foal oe 
one of these fabulous prizes? 2 WEEK TOUR " LAS VEGAS 


BY WELCOME TOUR TRAVEL 
SERVICE OF CHICAGO 








Stroight-Line Design GE Combination Refrigerator- 
Freezer with Swing-Out Shelves 


Three big swing-out shelves; two ice-ejector trays; 
big 2.1 cubic foot zero-degree freezer; 
cemperature control; big 9.4 cubic foot refrigerator 
section. An excellent refrigerator that would 
be a welcome addition to any home! Win yours! 








1959 CADILLAC OR IMPERIAL 
OR TRIP TO EUROPE VIA TWA 


REMINGTON RAND QUIET-RITER ELEVEN 


Just the thing for the student or person in 
business! Miracle Tab, 11” paper capacity, 44 
key keyboard, exclusive Finger-Speed keys. — 
What a prize to win! 


Tv's STEREOPHONIC HI-FI'S 


There are so many things that you have wanted and have put off bu 
may be your chance to get them. A hi-fi, a typewriter, a color 
TV, a motion picture camera... you might win any one of 

Picturama Contest is even easier than last year. sph: 





VA TWA yerstrREAM’ 
Y ) 2 ), YOU Picturama Contest! 


* JETSTREAM is a service mark owned by TWA exclusively 


E THIS FAMOUS PERSON 


He’s a star of records, movies, the night 
dubs and TV. The son of a minister, his 
rother is an entertainer, his daughter's 
is “Sweetie.” Warm, throaty voice. 
nous for “Straighten Up and Fly 
light.” The first Negro to have his own 
etwork television show...which received 
at reviews from the critics. 


ITS SIMPLE! 
ITS FUN! | 
ANYONE CAN WIN! | 


Yes...you should be one of the big prize win- 
"mers in this year’s $25,000 Picturama Contest. 
» lt could be a Cadillac or a mink coat or a trip 
= to Europe. All you do to get complete details 
@ tell us the name of the famous personality 
"whose picture appears above. You just un- 
$c: the picture and tell us who the person 
is. We will send you complete details. But act 
‘foday so you can win one of these 500 big prizes! 


© The winners in last year’s big Picturama Con- 
fest were people just like you. They didn’t have - . 
“any previous experience and many of them had r C t t 
ee EBONY Picturama Prize Contes 
rOOd i i ver xcept mber. 
Be ae eeintres Now sen ew P.0. 80K 6369 AS" Rng Com onde 
a - © CHICAGO 77, ILL. amilies. Anyone else in the world may enter. 
Picturama Prize Contest Coupons as you : Any person may submit any number of entries. 
bly can. Any man, woman or child should 
be able to figure out this famous Negro person- 
ality and send in the answer. But you must start 
ow and enter EBONY’s Picturama Contest : a ea ca 
today! Send in your answer today! Please rush me all the details on how | can win a 


4 big prize in your Picturama Contest. 
20 PRIZES! 500 WINNERS! 





ar. 


The name of the person in the picture is: 


NAME 
ADDRESS anddnennd es ee 
CITY , . ZONE STATE 
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Janu. 
KEEP 
COOLS" 


Certain days of the month, you need 
cool comfort most. Get it with Tampax® 
internal sanitary protection! 


Why put up with hampering pads 
and belts? With chafing and irritation? 
With telltale lines and ridges? With 
odor worries, disposal difficulties? 


Use Tampax—and enjoy the free- 
dom, the comfort, the security you 
must have—whatever you do! 


So easy to use, Tampax is preferred 
by millions of smart moderns! How 
about you? Choose from 3 absorben- 
cies: Regular, Super, Junior, wherever 
drug products are sold. 
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Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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yy STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
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yy SPECIAL FEATURES 


Why I Won’t Date Negro Men.................. By Doris Sherman 
I es 539s nee S456460 Kee ORES Obes epee aatwe ex 


yy DEPARTMENTS 
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i agin 6ssaccsnces<+s eee eneeneenil By Eve Lynne 
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Child Care: Curiosity Is Good For Your Child................,...-. 

ee By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 
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Make Wherever You Live A ‘Summer Home’...................... 


Cover Photo Of Harlean Harris 
By Moneta Sleet Jr. 


TAN’s July cover girl is Harlean Harris, 
a 21-year-old New Yorker who travels 
with Ebony Magazine’s touring fashion 
show. 





TAN is published monthly by seiner | a egg 

offices at 55 West —_ Street. Los A 

Office at Chicago, wader the Pn Es 
uction | in * aeole or part 





Production Assistant 


LOUIS R. JOHNSON 
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Good Better Best? 


I think TAN Magazine is nothing less than 
the best. We have a saying at our school that 
reads, “Never let it rest until the good is the 
better and the better is the best.” TAN is the 


best. 

I enjoyed all the stories in the March, 1959 
issue of TAN. Please print more stories like 
these, and I wish you would put out a bigger 
book. I think everyone feels the same way as I 
do about your wonderful book. Keep up the 
good work, and may God bless you all. 

B. A. Cooper and 
A. Mpontsikous 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 


I am a regular reader of TAN. I think it’s 
the greatest. I enjoy reading all the stories, 
and “Ghost House” was about the best one. 

After reading “We Never Had A Chance,” 
my parents changed. They were treating me 
almost exactly the way Jean’s parents were 
treating her. Thanks a lot. 

Doris J. Lane 
Columbus, Miss. 


Now TAN Magazine is my choice! I wasn’t 
a regular TAN fan until I picked this April 
issue. I always thought that kind of book was 
for girls only, until I read “Too Wild For 
Marriage,” and “Faithless Wife.” In each 
story, I learned that the most important thing 
in true love is to forgive and forget. 

Boy! I was an Ebony and Sepia fan, but 
TAN Magazine takes the cake! 

Willie Howell, Jr. 
Winston Salem, N. C. 


Bias A 2-Way Street 


I have just finished your Letters To The Edi- 
tor section in the December TAN. I would 
very much like you to publish my letter as | 
would like to express an opinion. In your De- 
cember issue, Mary Willis of New York ex- 
pressed that she and a lot of others wanted to 
know why Carl Neil in the story, “Love Across 
The Color Line,” couldn’t find a nice colored 
girl. I would like to know what is wrong with 
a nice white girl. Then she goes on to say 
she is not prejudiced. What else can you call 
it? She is so blinded by other people’s opinions 
that she too feels the colored race should stay 
to themselves. God created us all the same 
way, and put us on earth to live and get along 
together but I am afraid due to many twisted 
minds, we are not doing a very good job. 

_ Tam a white girl, and treat the Negro race 
Just as I do my own. 


Duquesne, Pa. 





“If you had s1,000,000 


you couldn’t buy any other 
dressing that’s as safe, pure 
and widely used as ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in the famous 
Blue Seal Package. It’s the 
kind doctors recommend.” 
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Vaseline 


PETROLEUM 





TRADE MARK @ 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESESROUGH-POND'S INC 












| would like very much if you would publish 
this letter in your Pen Pal section. I am 17 
years old, and I go to Boys High School in 
Brooklyn. I am 5/8” tall, 145 lbs., tan com- 
plexion, dark brown eyes, and black hair. I 
enjoy rock and roll, baseball and basketball. 
I would like to exchange letters with boys 
and girls (prefer girls) between the ages of 16- 
18. I promise to answer all letters and ex- 
change photos when wanted. 
William Hardy 
464 Marcy Ave. 
Brooklyn 6, N. Y. 


I have been a reader of TAN Magazine for 
quite some time. I think it’s wonderful, and 
look forward to buying your magazine each 
month. 

I would like very much to become a member 
of your Pen Pal club. I am 18 years of age, 
brown complexion, brown eyes, black hair. I 
weigh 126 lbs., am 5’4” tall. I am considered 
attractive and have a nice personality. My 
hobbies are cooking, dancing and collecting 
rock and roll records. I would like to cor- 
respond with boys between the ages of 19-22, 
regardless of race, color or creed.: I will answer 
all letters and exchange photos. 

Miss Darlina Williams 
1161 Delaware St. 
Detroit 2, Mich. 


I would appreciate it very much if you 
would publish my name in your Pen Pal sec- 
tion. I am a fan of your magazine, and I’m 
interested in having new friends. 

I am a Negro girl, age 22, 5’7” height, weigh 
125 lbs., and I’m considered very attractive. 
I'm interested in corresponding with young 
males and females between the ages of 22-29. 
Please enclose photo. 

Miss Eressie Parker 
2707 Enterprise Ave. 
Memphis 14, Tenn. 


I’m an avid reader of TAN Magazine, and 
enjoy it very much. I am a Negro girl, 17 
years old, 5’2”, weigh 110 lbs., and I have a 
medium complexion. I would deem it a great 
honor to have my name in your Pen Pal 
section. 

| would like to correspond with young men 
from all over the world, regardless of race, 
color or creed. I enjoy sports and music of all 
sorts, especially jazz and rock ’n’ roll. I hope 
someone will answer my plea, and become a 
pen pal with me. 

Miss Ruth Borden 
315 Reservoir St. 
New Glasgow, 

Nova Scotia, Canada 


[ am a fan of your magazine and I’m in- 
terested in having new friends, so I decided to 
write your Pen Pal column. 

I am 18 years of age, 5’3” tall, and weigh 128 
lbs. I would like to hear from young men be- 
tween the ages of 20 and 25, especially service- 
men. My hobbies are dancing and sewing. I 
would like to hear from young men in the 
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PERN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


United States and other countries. I will ex- 
change photos and answer all letters promptly. 
Bertha Conway 
2 Steward Lane 
Fieldsboro, N. J. 


I am a reader of TAN, and have always 
wanted to have American Pen Pals, but so far 
have been unfortunate in the ads I have an- 
swered, so I decided to turn the tables and 
advertise. 

I am a Jamaican, studying nursing in Eng- 
land, and have just begun my second year of 
training. I am 27 years of age, 5’4” tall, and 
weigh 128 lbs. I have medium brown complex- 
ion, dark brown hair, and light brown eyes. My 
hobbies are reading, dancing, cinema, music 
of all kinds, and collecting post cards. I can- 
not promise to answer all letters received, but 
will answer as many as possible. I’m willing 
to exchange photographs. Here’s hoping the 
letters will come rolling in. 

Miss Barbara Hay 
Lindsey Smith House 
Virginia Water 
Surrey, England 


I enjoy reading TAN as much as you enjoy 
printing it. They don’t come to the newsstands 
fast enough. 

I would like to correspond with men from 
20 to 39 years of age. I am 24 years old, weigh 
145 lbs.; I have dark brown eyes, black hair, 
medium brown complexion. I am considered 
nice looking by friends. My interests are 
music, church, writing, and above all, making 
others happy. All letters will be answered 
promptly. 

Mae A. Hill 
186-25 Mangin Ave. 
St. Albans 12, N. Y. 


I enjoy TAN very much and would like to 
become a member of your Pen Pal club. I am 
very lonely and would like to hear from ladies 
all over the U. S. 

I am 23 years of age, 5’8” tall, and weigh 
164 lbs. I have brown eyes, and black hair, 
race Negro. My hobbies are writing letters, 
dancing, and like most all sports. I will answer 
all letters and exchange photos. 

Pvt. Elliott Jackson, Jr. 
2nd Battle Group, Co. A 
3rd Plt, 39th Infantry 
Fort Lewis, Wash. 


I would like to correspond with college stu- 
dents anywhere in the world. I am interested 
in their hobbies, college life, community life, 
general ideas, likes and dislikes. I think it 
would help tie the two worlds of East and 
West together, if young college students tried 
to understand their neighbors’ interests and 
ideas. 

I am 5/5”, weigh 120 lbs., have medium 
brown complexion. Exchange of pictures is 
not required, but rather the wish to have a 
Pen Pal and the interest of the person or per- 
sons who want to reply. 

Miss Sandra Jones 
5131 12th Street. 
Detroit 8, Mich. 


I am a constant reader of TAN, and would 
be happy if you will publish my name in the 
Pen Pal column. I would like to correspond 
with attractive young ladies from all parts of 
the world, of any race, especially Latin Ameri- 
cans. 

I am 17 years old, 55”, medium brown com. 
plexion, muscular build, with black, wavy hair, 
My hobbies are songwriting, dancing, Latin 
American music, and photography. Will gladly 
answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Malcolm S. Baldwin 
2610 Rogers St. 
Lumberton, N. C. 


I have been a regular reader of TAN for the 
past two years, and find them very interesting. 
I would be very grateful if you would find 
space in your Pen Pal columns for me. 

I am 16, 5’5” tall, and weigh 118 Ibs: I have 
black hair and hazel eyes. I would like to hear 
from young men and women from all parts of 
the world, regardless of race or color. I will 
gladly exchange photos and answer all letters, 


Annie Bacon 
1300 Mayson-Turner Road, N.W. #2 
Atlanta 14, Ga. 


I am a regular reader of your magazine 
which, in my opinion, is the best on the market. 
I am interested in corresponding with philo- 
sophically minded young men and women of a 
variety of nationalities, who have a broad out- 
look on life. 

I am considered very good-looking with at- 
tractive features. I am 5’9”, 23 years old, tawny 
brown complexion, black curly hair, and large 
bright eyes. My hobbies are theater, piano, 
photography, art, music and writing. 

David N. Peacock 
681 Clarkson Ave. 
% Bldg. #9 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


I am an ardent reader of TAN Magazine, 
and very much impressed by the good work 
you have done. I would appreciate very much 
to have my name entered in your Pen 
columns. I am 29 years old, 5’6” tall, 160 lbs., 
black hair, brown eyes and medium tan com- 
plexion. I have a very nice income. 

I enjoy music very much as well as all 
sports. I would enjoy hearing from young 
ladies between the ages of 20 to 35 anywhere 
in the United States. I will answer all letters 
received and exchange photos with any and all 
who so desire. Thank you very much in ad- 
vance. 

Jesse Hargrove 
618 Hunter St. 
Pineville, La. 


I’d very much like to correspond with men 
and women of all ages, regardless of race. I’m 
twenty years of age, 5’5”, 145 Ibs. My hobbies 
are art, music (modern jazz), and dancing. 

I promise to answer all letters and exchange 
photos. 

Rose Marie Fripp 
10 Longdale Avenue 
White Plains, N. Y. 
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Dear Eve: 

I have been writing to a boy, whom 
] have not seen for over a year. He 
is in the Navy, and stationed in Norfolk, 
Va. He always writes and tells me he 
is coming to see me, but never does. He 
writes and tells me he loves me, and | 
feel the same way about him. Must | 
wait for him to come, or find myself 
anice young man here at home? 

Help Me 
Dear Help: 

A bird in the hand is still worth more 
than the Navy in Norfolk. If his ship 
doesn’t come in soon, cast anchor closer 
to home. 


Dear Eve: 

I have a problem which is becoming 
more serious as the years go by, so | 
am writing to you hoping that maybe 
you will be able to help me find some 
solution to it. 

I am a graduate student in profes- 
sional education, working towards a 
Master’s and Ph.D. degrees. | am twen- 
ty-one years old, and considered to be 
very nice looking by my friends, both 
male and female, so in that department 
there seems to be no problem. However, 
I don’t seem to be able to fall for any 
of the guys I meet. They all seem to fall 
head over heels in love with me. I am a 
good pretender, but when | find a guy 
getting serious, I leave him cold. I have 
done this sort of thing too many times 
and now I am just sick of hurting people. 
I don’t want to continue this way. I am 
not a conceited person, and my educa- 


tion isn’t really in the way. Please help 
me find some solution to this problem. 


C. G. 


Dear C. G.: 

The inability to accept and give love 
in a relaxed, warm and natural way 
sometimes indicates a basic personality 
disorder. This may be due to any of a 
number of reasons, among them: feel- 
ings of insecurity, frustrations, fears of 
various kinds, immaturity and others. 
You should seek competent professional 
advice for a solution to your problems. 


Dear Eve: 

I have quite a problem. I am a very 
nice girl, age 20 years old, and I am in 
love with a young man who is married, 
and lives in a different city. I met him 
on the bus, while going to visit my peo- 
ple. We ate lunch together, and he was 
very nice to me, and helped me with my 
baggage. We had some photos made 
and I kept his, and he kept mine. 

Do you think we will ever meet again 
someplace? I want to marry him some 
day. He showed me pictures of his peo- 
ple, and his three children. I dream of 
him all the time. Do you think I should 
go to him, or let him come here? Please 
answer. 

Miss Problems 
Dear Miss Problems: 

You have no problem. Your married 
“dream man” was kind to you either 
because he is naturally gracious, or he 
had ulterior motives. In either case, put 
him out of your mind as just another 
incident, and wake up from the dream— 


there’s real life to be lived. 


Dear Eve: 

I’ve a problem that I haven’t com- 
pletely solved, and was wondering if you 
could give me some advice. 

I’m very much in love with a guy, and 
he said the same about me. I’m going 
to have his child in October, bui he has 
married another girl now who was preg- 
nant also, but at that time I hadn’t told 
him about myself. Please tell me what 
to do. 

A Confused Girl 


Dear Confused: 

This boy wasn’t in love, he was run- 
ning a contest. Since you didn’t get your 
answer in first, forget him. Your re- 
sponsibility now is to the unborn child. 
Consult your minister for help in this 
suuation, and good luck. 
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When you use “Lysol” regularly 


—you’re sure of feminine daintiness. 


You know you can’t offend — for 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant stops em- 
barrassing odor by killing odor-caus- 
ing germs! 

Because “Lysol” is so effective— 
it’s far more reliable than any home- 
style douche, including vinegar! 


Yet new “Lysol” is mild. Won't 

harm your delicate insides. Leaves 

you sweet and fresh—confident of your 

daintiness! Try it soon. 

Discover personal cleanliness 

the “Lysol” way! 
Now available— 
Pine-Scented “Lysol” 
as well as Regular. 


For free booklet 
(mailed in plain en- 
velope) on doctor- 
approved methods of 
douching. write to: 
“Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
N.J., Dept. T759. 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada 
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LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN 


No man can resist the allure of a lovely 
complexion! So, be lovely to look at— 
start using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark, drab-looking skin take on a 
wonderfully lighter, brighter, softer and 
smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works inside 
your skin. Modern science knows of 
no faster way of lightening skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
. Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 


counters 
43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = AND WHITE 











BLEACHING CREAM 





anepM AIR? 


NOW! Color your hair at come Qa 

you shampoo it! Instent PONOLOK fa. 
mous French method used rae thousands Fn 
1908, gives wonderfully neturel look. Wash it on 
—it won’t streak or rub off. Permits permanent. 


Write mow for FREE booklet, | advice. 
Valligny Prod. Inc. Dept.7 o-%, Englewood, NJ. 








FIRST SPARE HOURS 


AS A Lucky Heart Representative!” 
You, Too, Can Earn This Easy Way! 


Need extra money? Mrs. Harrison [iiAiiniiiead 
made $65.00 cash in her first spare 

hours. A busy mother in California FR EE 
made $715 in just spare time. Now DISPLAY 
it’s your turn to cash in! 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 
Just show exclusive quality Luchy Heart 
Cosmetics to people you know and like. 
a advertised Perfumes, Skin 
Creams, Hair Products, other beauty aids 
needed in every home sellonsight. A$10.00 
order can pay you $5.00 cash profit! It’s 
easy to take ten big orders in several 
hours and have $50.00 extra money 
to use as you please! ACT NOW, 
Ww vite today for full facts and amaz- 
FREE Display Case Offer! 


LUCKY HEART, Dept.26 “S— 
400 Mulberry Street, Memphis 2, Tenn. Sea! 


















Mrs. Harrison. Tenn 
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Claudia McNeil 





Joe Williams 





Jewel Brynner 





Duke Ellington 
day studying German. She plans to adopt a German brown baby and is preparing 
to communicate when she’s able to bring the child over here. 
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H* LORDSHIP, the piano playing Duke of Elli 
ton has been commissioned to compose the score for tf 
forthcoming motion picture The Anatomy of a Murder 


will also appear in the picture. He'll be seen in the role off) 


piano player. 


While in New York, jazz artist Dorothy Donegan, 
i 


” 


gal with a knack for “putting her foot in it,” went to 
Sammy Davis, Jr. at the Copa and had such a ball s 
wound up not making her own late “gig” at the Embers. Fat 






















that, the Embers’ managers are once more sore at the 
favorite star. 





All that jazz heard behind the newest Thom McAn 
shoe commercial is being wailed by the Count Basie band. 
Jazzed up commercials is the latest fad and is taking over as 
calypso once did. All the top stars are cashing in on the loot. 


Dorothy Donegan Johnny Nash Ethel Ennis 


Incidentally, Count Basie and crew, including vocalist 
Joe Williams, followed the Harry James band into the 
Flamingo Hotel in Las Vegas. Some well-meaning promoter 
convinced Harry to stay over on his last night and challenge 
the Basie bunch to a battle of the bands. It was a swinging 
affair—James is still gunning for the cat who started it all. 


Claudia MeNeil, co-starring with Sidney Poitier in the 
Broadway play, Raisin In The Sun, spends two hours each 


Ethel Ennis, the gal singer Jast heard from when she was chosen by 
Benny Goodman to appear with his band at the Brussel’s Worlds Fair, is currently 
singing at a night club in her home town, Baltimore. The club’s policy allows Negro 
entertainers, but refuses Negro customers. 


Pianist Erroll Garner, who spends just about 90 per cent of his time tour 
ing the country and elsewhere, has a new traveling companion—a cocker spaniel 
which he’s tagged Peter Gunn. Friends are now wondering when he’ll run out of 
“have Gunn—will travel” jokes. (Continued on Page 75) 
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On The Reco 2, 


ong AND BESS/Sammy Davis Jr.-Carmen McRae (Decca): The year 1959 
may someday be distinguished in history as the year in which the entire music 
industry was smothered under an avalanche of Porgy And Bess records. Indeed, 
the filming of the George Gershwin classic folk opera as a motion picture has 
caused almost everybody with a membership card in the musicians’ local to rush 
toa recording studio. The net result of this, however, is some pretty outstanding 
music, and among the best of it is this excellent album containing ten songs from 
the opera. 

Carmen McRae opens the session with the favorite Summertime, which she sings 
with a liquid elegance. Sammy Davis Jr. follows her, singing knowing that A 
Woman Is A Sometime Thing and sounds just as one expects Sammy would. Miss 
McRae follows with the mournful lament My Man’s Gone Now, and is excellent. The 
next two numbers are Sammy’s, a finger-popping / Got Plenty Of Nuttin’, which 
he sings in his cocky happy-go-lucky style, and Bess, You Is My Woman Now, in 
which he demonstrates his dramatic range. 

Of the five songs on the flip side, / Loves You Porgy, the one tune in the group 
where Carmen and Sammy blend their vocal talents, is particularly outstanding. 
Sammy is superb on the others, which include /t Ain’t Necessarily So and There’s 
A Boat Dat’s Leavin’ Soon For New York, both of which he sings in the role of 
Sportin’ Life in the movie, and Oh Bess, Oh Where’s My Bess and Lawd, I’m On 
My Way. The latter two songs deal with Porgy’s tragic discovery of Bess’ disap- 
pearance and his avowed never-ending search. On There’s A Boat Sammy portrays 
Sportin’ Life, offering Bess silks and satins and the high life of New York. 

Miss McRae again demonstrates here, as she has in other works, that she is truly 
one of the singing discoveries of the decade. 

The Bill Thompson Singers add choral effects to three of the tunes in the album, 
while orchestra conducting chores are divided between Jack Pleis, Buddy Bregman 
and Sammy’s musical conductor and arranger for many years, Morty Stevens. 

This is an immensely satisfying album, one which should find its way into the col- 
lection of any music lover who appreciates the magnificence of the Gershwin work 
and can take his folk opera with a jazzy touch. 
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NEGRO MEN 


By Doris Sherman 























Is it love or is it revenge? Is it a search 





for status or curtosity? Whatever it is 


that Negro men seek, this white author 


has had it—and tells why 


T’S A LOSING GAME, dating Negre men. Any white 
woman who does, just doesn’t know the score. 

I speak from experience, or I wouldn’t speak at all. 

When a Negro man goes out with a Negro woman, 

he does so for the same reasons that men of any race 

date women of their own kind—physical attraction, 


mutual interests, congenial personality; | could go on 


and on. But, when it comes to white women, their 


© thinking, attitudes and actions do a right-about-face. 


As a natural redhead, with greenish eyes, milky skin 
and my fair share of curves, I’ve been wolf-bait for 
numerous men, both from this country and abroad. 
My occupation (social service worker) happens to be 
one which gets me around a lot. In all frankness, | 
must state, however, that my experiences with Negro 
men (which have been echoed by girls of my acquaint- 
ance) have shown that they are very definitely in a 
class all by themselves. 
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“HE NEVER GAVE ME A SECOND LOOK 


NADINOLA = 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


12 


...till Nadinola gave me a new look!” 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothiiig—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 

Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


BLEACHING CREAM 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is 80 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinola 
non-oily. Brightens skin, is enriched with fine 


cosmetic oils to relieve- 
dryness. 25c to $1.25 


lessens shine at the 
same time. 75c to $2 












Negro men date whighk 
women for several regis ' 


sons, but seldom for log f 





By and large, such men are motivatgiidhiick 
by four different reasons, none of thep An 
reflecting any credit on the white womafhad ¢ 
of their choice and still less on thepmher 
selves. Some examples: sever 

Status: They seem to feel it enhangiithe 0 


their prestige in the eyes of their ompeyes 











people (the men, at least—certainly yg Th 
the women!) to be seen with a whisf!m1 
woman. Re 


I knew a fellow who boasted that jg reas 
had never, even in high school, dated jf most 
Negro girl. It didn’t matter whether sep that 
was black, brown or beige—if she halpeach 
Negro blood, he wasn’t interested. Hig with 
attitude was that “any Negro boy cag one 
date a Negro girl, but it takes something Mis 
special for a Negro to be able to dates | 
white girl.” thro 

I’m not interested in helping to paif hav 
the ego of any man, whatever his color! race 

Curiosity: Although, in the North af to | 
least, we go to the same schools, use the of 
same transportation, shop in the same sid 
stores and attend the same movies, therjy bac 
is a cultural gap. Perhaps the bedtimg ) 
stories told the children are different yp 
Maybe the menus aren’t quite the sameg Tek 
Whatever the reasons, the wheels do gg 40 
around differently, and Negroes arg ing 
curious to find out how, why, where ani #e 
when, as regards white women. hat 

Is it true they’re less demanding thaff be 
women of their own race? Are while 
women more affectionate? on 

A Negro once remarked to my git the 
friend that he was pleasantly surprise th 
to find her so undemanding. He com ha 
plained that his “own kind” were vey § ™ 
mercenary and calculating. As he pif ‘i 
it, “With them, you don’t ever get some § ™ 
thing for nothing.” He was absolutey§ # 
astounded when my friend refused tog § © 
out with him after that. ha 

I don’t want to go out with a ma 
simply to be analyzed and held under 
microscope. 

Compulsion: A good many Negros 
feel a very strong need to prove, ov 
and over again, that they can attrad 
white women. It’s as if they say 
themselves: “All right, the white ma 
considers me inferior. I’ll show him- 
wait until he sees the bunch of whit 
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> whiglate, in disguise, seen 


al reqs a motivating factor 


for low for mixed romance 


hicks 1 get around with.” 

Another friend wept to me that she 
jad discovered this to be the case with 
her current beau after he had gloated, 
gveral times: “Boy, I wish the guys at 
it enhangsMthe office could see me now! Bet their 
' their opp eyes would pop out.” 


e motiy, 
one of th 
hite won 
s on the 


rtainly mg This is a sick way of thinking—and 
th a whil’'mno Florence Nightingale! 

Revenge: This is the most interesting 
ted that hb reason of all, in my opinion, and the 
ol, dated most revolting, as well. You can’t deny 
vhether syff that a large number of Negroes feel that 
if she hajfeach time they are intimate, physically, 
ested. Higwith a white woman they are “racking 


o boy cajone up for some poor son-of-a-gun in 
something Mississippi who got his from the Klan.” 
> to dates’ I had the misfortune to have this 
thrown in my face, during an argument 
ng to paif having nothing whatsoever to do with 
his color! race. Prior to the hassle, he had led me 
> North aff to believe that this was the love affair 
Is, use th of the century, above such small con- 
the sam siderations as difference in skin color, 
vies, ther background, etc. 
e bedtimg’ Not only can I not understand this 
different type of rationalization (when they have 
the same§ relations with one of their own women, 
~els do go do they feel they are conferring a bless- 
sroes ang ing?), but it is horrifying to think you 
where ani are being used for such a reason by a 
hate-ridden man. Sex isn’t something to 
be used as an instrument of revenge. 
The man in the street isn’t the only 
one to blame for these acts and the 
thoughts and feelings which motivate 


ding tha 
{re white 


my gill 





surprised them. Some outstanding Negroes who 
He com have made their mark in the entertain- 
vere very f Ment world, as well as various profes- 
s he pit sions, are just as guilty—and attract 
vet some § More attention. In addition, unlike the 
bsolutey “average Joe,” they can afford to buy 
sed togo® Ompanionship and beauty, and don’t 
have to rely on their powers of attrac- 
h a mare tion or persuasion. 
unders{ can attract plenty of men who’ll want 
to go out with me because I am ME— 
Negroes because I have a certain appearance, per- 
ve, over sonality, educational background, inter- 
1 attrad ests, etc. Why should I allow myself to 


say W become the prey of unscrupulous, bitter 
‘ite maf Men who see me only as a tool? 

y him-— No, I’ve had it—I won’t date Negro 
of white men! THE END 





Love. 


Hallywaad ‘ 
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1430 N. Cahuenga Bivd. 
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af SENSATION! 
o #2263 SUNSET BOULEVARD WORN BY . a 
ep out smartly daytime or 
nighttime in this rol piece HOLLYWOOD 


triumph. Frederick's recreates 
the thitatious pleating of the 
expensive original. linen look 
im Rayon and Silk. Aqua, Coral 
Natural. Black 
Sizes 10 to 20 


#2172 ON STAGE 
Take the piunge to glamour 
front and back in this beau 


$19.98 


tifier from Hollywood! Nylon 
and Acetate Matte Jersey just 
barely covers — conceals noth- 
ing. Black, White, Turquoise 
Sizes 8 to 20 $17.98 


#2221 = RIO NIGHT 
The Latins loved it, and you 
will too when you see how it 
caresses your curves! Gleam- 
ing cotton and cupioni is 
tucked to give you tiny-looking 
waist. Mint, Powder, Rose 
Black. Sizes 8 to 20. $17.98 





+3277 =TWO-TIMER 
Another Frederick's 
The answer to hundreds of 
requests. Miracle wunder-an- 
ounce foam rubber pads fit 
into miraculously shaped pock- ~ 
ets on hip and derriere. Feels 
real. Knitted Rayon Acetate 
Powerflex White Black. Sizes 22 









movable garters. White Black 
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#3218 HIP ENHANCER inch inch waist. 4 

No. solve your too-slim-hip ch to 30” inch waist.$12.95 to [sre no Touannry] sae | iw coos [ims coron) pace | 
problems! No need to be fiat #3220 WIDDEN FLATTERY eae - 
with this remarkable foam | Removable foam-rubber pads § ENctose ped r T t T | 
rubber padded powerflex give you that rounded look g Add 25« Postag 
panty girdie. Rounds you out behind. Cut up high from t 0 .stno coo c 1959 
to feminine loveliness. heips thigh to prevent showing under Lenclose $) 
mask that too-heavy lower shorts of swimwear. A “‘se- § de ° Wena a 
thigh. One piece crotch, re cret weapon” in power-net ' — ADDRESS 

White or Black. Sizes 22” to ’ eoch tem 










Sizes 22 to 301m waist. 8.95 30” waist $6.95 
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N EXTRA MONEY for yourself 
selling MITCHELL 


EAR 


GREETING CARDS and GIFT WRAPS 





w 14 FAST-SELLING-FEATURE $1.00 J 
and $1.25 Christmas Card Assortments — 
21 cards per box. 
%& FREE SAMPLES of 15 Name-Imprinted 
Christmas Card Lines (81 Actual Sample- 
Cards) = cards = = and - — 
ing parchment and religious and plasti- Gold Tone Ben 
chrome cards imprinted in red. Deer Ringer 
oe pace new oe catalog of ond gm id 
jousehold and baby items, novelties, _Servespoon 
toys and full-color literature of greeting S*™™s Stoot 
cards, qin wrappings and stationery. 


Plus $3 worth of samples and greet- 
ing cards and gift wrappings sent on 
approval. Everything you need to 


start carning money. 
BONUS 
gift FOR 


PTT Ih Mee 47 W. 7 Mil 


I 
Please send "ver ‘printed im and sam. t 
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Woman Nearly 
Itches To Death 


"I nearly itched to death for 74 years. Then 1 
discovered a new wonder skin creme. Now I’m 
happy,” says Mrs. D. Howard of Los Angeles 
Here's blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 

rectal itch, chafing, rash and skin irritations with an 
amazing new scientific formula called LANACANE. 

This fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills 
harmful bacteria germs while it soothes irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists 





MAKE 


HIM 
WANT YOU, 


Try a few drops of ee DE- 
SIRE . a little behind your ears 
. a little in your hair -a “=~ 
bit more in some secret place 
- oo you that wonderful jesling 
all over. This Toy rms ean 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel “alfterently 
one _ You will never want to 
be w it. Quantities are ‘imited 
so order FLAMING Desine new! Complete with full 
directions, only $2 +5) a er C.0.D. plus 
postage. if not t delghtad, Ve vi right back. 
VANITY 





















—— 177 McLean Ave. ETS, Boge. 03 * onkers 5, N. Y. 
ANY PHOTO NTL ZSUE the rascinaring DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with 





ENLARGED 
2 — 8x10s 
1 COLORED for 
ACT NOW! IN OIL 
Just mail SENSATIONAL VALUE! Perfect for 
any photo, relatives, friends, etc. Luxuriously 
finished on double 5 
snapshot a wun eset: gph ne 
or negative color of hair, eyes, clothing. Send 
regardless payment with order; we pay post- 
din age. DO IT TODAY! 
: BUSH PHOTO ARTS, Dept. TN 
1180 Broadway, New York 1, N. Y. 














The Lincoin School of Practical Nursing | 
80S Larrabee St.,Dept. T-7 ,LesAngeles46, 
Rush 16-page FREE booklet ‘ Careers in Nursing’. 
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Nobody mentioned the unwritten law in 


our town after the schools integrated— 


not until Lee and I started breaking it. 


Then everybody seemed to turn on us 


N OUR TOWN they started putting the colored kids and the white ones together 
while I was in junior high and by the time I was a sophomore in our three year 
high school there was no segregation in the schools. There hadn’t 'een any fuss and 
feathers about it; it was either that or build a couple of new schools before the two 
olored ones fell down and the city fathers were all enthused over a new freeway at 
the edge of town and there wasn’t enough money for both. So segregation had to go. 
[ don’t think the kids gave it much thought one way or the other. I hadn’t played 
with any of the colored kids while I was growing up but that was because there 
weren't any near us to play with. Some of the parents really laid down the law 
ibout mixing with them and a few of the kids were snobbish towards them. Mostly. 
hough, they were just fellow students in the same salt mines where we all had to 
pend three years. 
At least they were in the classes and at the games and things, but when it came to 
e dances and parties they were a separate bunch on one side and we were on the 
ner. 
Not that I got to many of those shindigs. My clothes budget didn’t run to party 
nings. It didn’t even run very far into school things. Mom had married Pop when 
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The policeman flashed his light on us, and Lee 


and I stopped in our tracks, scared stiff. Be . 

hadn't done anything, but did that matter? ae | 
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| was six and there’d been a baby at 
least every other year besides the two 
little ones he had. What she didn’t take 
away from him for groceries and rent 
e drank up at the first bar he came to. 
Still, I did get to some of the dances, 
earing the same sweater I’d worn all 
lay to school. I didn’t go on a date; no 
asked me. Oh, I knew plenty of 
ys, all right. ’'d played football and 
aseball and ice hockey with them all 
life. But playing football with a girl 
from our side of the tracks was one 
hing and asking her to a dance was 
another. 
[here was just one boy who might 
have asked me, but he was too shy. Bob 
ans had lived down the street from 
; until we got in high school and I 
knew him as well as I knew anyone out- 
ide of my family. Bob was real nice 
und his shyness didn’t keep him from 
being one of the best pitchers on the 
baseball team and a first rate end on the 
tball team. 
It kept him from asking me or any 
ther girl to the dance, though. That 
| watching his money. Bob and his 
ther lived alone and she had a civil 
ice job but she sent some of her pay 
h month to her mother so Bob had 
work to pay part of his school ex- 
was standing with Bob at the re- 
hment bar at one of the school 
lances, talking about the game we'd 
n that night, when someone came up 
th this tall colored boy who had really 
e out on the team. 
You know Lee Williams, Patti?” 
isked. “Just came to Clemens two 
eeks ago and sure brought us luck to- 


Hi.” I shrugged. He didn’t look 
auch different from the rest, except that 
as so clean he shone and his shirt 
whiter than anything I’d ever seen. 
He stood there, talking to Bob and the 
r boys, but I knew he was watching 
[t didn’t mean anything, far as I 
oncerned. I concentrated on my 
of punch and listened to them talk. 
someone called Bob and the other 
wandered off and this Lee Williams 
| | were standing there together. 
That’s a real pretty blouse you got, 
he said. “Isn’t it new?” 
Thanks, Lee. Yes, it’s new.” I 
ed a little. Even Bob hadn’t 


ed my cheap new blouse and I’d 
up for over a month to get it. 






“I’ve seen you in science class,” he 
went on. “Guess we have a couple of 
classes together. Do you ever watch the 
football practice?” 

I never had. I hated to watch them, 
knowing I could do better than most of 
the team but couldn’t play because I 
was a girl. “I am this year,” I decided. 
Mom would throw a fit. She expected 
me to come straight home from school 
so I could watch the kids and do some 
of the work she should have done dur- 
ing the day. 

I went to the next practice. Let Mom 
rave. I ought to have some fun out of 
high school, the other girls did. I was 
about half way home when Lee caught 
up with me and walked along, talking 
about a new play they’d tried out. 

I knew very well the other white girls 
didn’t walk down the street with a 
colored boy any more than the colored 
girls walked down the street with white 
boys. We talked to them at school, bor- 
rowed paper and ink from them but 
when school let out the line was there 
big and plain and solid. 

Twenty years before they started in- 
tegrating the schools in Clemens they 
even had to let the colored school out 
fifteen minutes ahead of the white ones 
so they wouldn’t be on the street to- 
gether. Now you might walk down the 
hall at school with each other and sit 
at the same table in the cafeteria, but 
you didn’t walk down the street together. 

When I let Lee walk along with me, I 
was crossing that sacred line and I knew 
it but I didn’t care. Lee was nice and 
he’d noticed my blouse and we were 
going the same way and just talking 
about the game so where was the harm? 


OM FOUND IT out when someone 

told her about me walking home 
with a colored boy. She was primed and 
ready for me when I got home the next 
day and she sounded off clear and loud. 
I let her rave away while I did the 
breakfast dishes and made Joyce, who 
was eleven, dry them. 

Mom was still going strong when | 
got through peeling the potatoes and 
swept the floor and shooed the littie 
kids out to play in a tub of water on the 
back porch. That way they got part-way 
clean, at least. 

I went to all three practice sessions 
the next week and to the game on Fri- 
day. Lee Williams walked me home 


from every one of the sessions and even 

















Here we were, as 







poor as field mice 
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and as ignorant as 








sin, but that didn’t 






stop Mom from 







thinking we were 






better than people 







of a different color 









from the game. Mom screamed and 
ranted around and made me more de- 
termined to keep right on letting him 
walk me home. 

[ never thought of it as more than 
that. I wasn’t interested in dating but I 
was interested in football and Lee really 
knew the game. I enjoyed having some- 
one think I was special and important 
and no one else ever had. Lee and his 
folks had come from Cleveland and | 
loved to hear him talk about it. In the 
neighborhood where he grew up, no one 
paid too much attention to a white girl 
and colored boy out together. 

Mom kept on and on, though, in the 
same old key—just like my father and 
always would be—no good at all and 
reform school was where I’d end up 
soon enough. 

Even Pop got tired of hearing her 
when he sobered up enough after a post- 
payday binge. “Let the kid alone, 
Mary,” he said. “She’s no worse than 
any of the rest her age.” 

“That’s it. Take up for her against 
me. My own flesh and blood. Turn her 
against me.” 

Now Pop never had a good word for 
me before, but he held up for me this 
time, probably out of pure cussedness. 
I let them fight it out. Mom could only 
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yell at one of us at a time. 

I got a job the next week and had to 
miss the practice sessions. One of the 
women I’d met while working at the Y 
in the summer had taken a liking to me 
and she got me this job watching little 
kids while their mothers and fathers 
played bingo. 

That was a real crazy set-up. Bingo 
was illegal in our town but these people 
came from above average homes three 
or four nights a week and they went 
after those bingo games at the Union 
Hall the way some people go after a 
bottle. 

They charged so much a child nursery 
care and it was split four ways. The Hall 
management got one-fourth and the 
three of us who watched the kids split 
the rest. 

I had to give Mom some of what I 
made but I saved the rest. I had to hide 
it good so the kids or Pop wouldn’t find 
it but I was going to get me a party 
dress before the Christmas dance. 

Lee told me about the practice ses- 
sions in library and he always said he 
missed seeing me there. That made me 
feel good because I don’t think anyone 
else had ever missed me before in my 
whole life. There wasn’t any bingo on 
Friday night because the stores were all 
open and the women had to shop. So I 
got to go to the football games. 

I'd never had any girl friends and the 
three girls at the Hall weren’t friendly 
with me so I didn’t have anyone to talk 
clothes over with. I watched the other 
girls, though, and listened in the locker 
room at the gym and I had a pretty 
good idea what kind of dresses they 
wore and where they got them. The one 
I got was real cute . . . sort of silky and 
swishey and the soft rust color went 
good with my brown hair and green 
eyes. 

One of the boys on the team must 
have liked it because he asked me to 
dance and said I looked real cool. Then 
Bob asked me to dance, blushing, and he 
even said I looked real pretty. 

Bob and I got some punch and pop 
corn after our dance and I saw Lee 
dancing with a cute little colored girl in 
the junior class and they looked like 
professionals. 

“Lee can dance even better than he 
can play football.” I said to Bob. 

“Umhm. But Patti—” his face got 
red and he looked at his feet. “I don’t 


mean to be bossy and I know it’s none 





of my business but—” 

“But I shouldn’t let’ Lee walk me 
home?” I helped him out. “Why not? 
It doesn’t mean anything and he’s nice. 
We just talk about football.” 

“Lee’s nice as they come.” Bob 
nodded. “But the other girls—well, it 
just isn’t done, Patti.” 

“The other girls!” That made me 
mad. The other girls had friends, nice 
homes, boy friends. I said as much to 
Bob. 

“Gosh, Patti, no one holds your home 
against you. I lived on Woodrow too, 
until last year. You're real nice looking 
and your grades are good. You oughtn’t 
to mind not having a swell home.” 

“Tt isn’t that,” he couldn’t understand. 
His mother was real close to him and 
even if he hadn’t had any other friends 
he would have had her. “Lee is the first 
person I’ve ever known who treats me 
as if I were something special.” 

“I’ve never treated you badly.” 

I patted his hand. “I know, Bob. 
You’re sort of like a brother should be, 
I guess. Old shoe. Lee took me from 
scratch and he puts me above him, sort 
of on a pedestal. A girl likes that. So 
why shouldn’t I be friends with him? 
You are.” 

Bob’s face was still pinkish. “You 
know how it is, Patti. It’s different with 
boys.” 

“Well, it shouldn’t be. After all, we 
all go to the same school.” 

“There’s still a big difference and all 
you'll do is get yourself talked about.” 

“What difference would that make? 
Lots of people talk about me now,” I 
retorted. 

Lee came over to the bar then and 
started talking about the game. I knew 
Bob thought he just wanted to talk to 
me and maybe he did. Maybe Lee felt 
left out of things like I did. He didn’t 
have much in common with the other 
colored kids since he hadn’t grown up 
here in Clemens. And he didn’t fit into 
the plans of white kids. 

Anyhow, I talked to the two of them 
and when we'd finished the football 
game I said something about the way 
Lee danced. 

“TI grew up on it,” he said. “Mother 
used to be a professional.” 

“T sure wish I could dance like that.” 
I sighed. 

“T could teach you.” 
Bob started to say something, then 


stopped and before he could get it out 





someone had put a tango record on and 
I just ignored Bob and asked Lee to 
teach me. 

He hesitated a minute, as aware as | 
that if he danced with me we would be 
taking another step over that line. Be- 
hind Lee were all those years ‘of living 
where the line was so faint people hardly 
noticed it and behind me were all those 
years of growing up different from other 
kids. 

Then he held out his hands and | 
took them and we were dancing. A 
couple of the white girls quit dancing 
and walked off the floor. One or two 
sniggered and a lot of eyebrows went 
up. I could see the faculty advisors 
getting their heads together but I wasn’t 
going to back down. I’d show every- 
body, including Mom, that I could do as 
I pleased. 


] F MOM HAD kept still the next morn- 

ing, | don’t think it would have gone 
any farther. Lee and I had started 
walking home and Bob caught up with 
us and walked all the way to my gate. 
Bob would ask me to the next dance, I 
was sure, and I liked the idea. 

Mom had tuned in on the grapevine 
though, and she knew about the dance 
and about Lee walking me home. 

“You're not going to see that darky 
again, you hear?” she screamed. All the 
neighborhood could hear so I didn’t 
bother answering. “No daughter of 
mine is going to run around with a 
darky. Might have known. You’re no 
good. No good at all. Least your Pa 
stuck to his own color.” 

“Color doesn’t mean so much.” I told 
her. “It’s what’s underneath and Lee 
treats me real nice. A lot nicer than any- 
one else I know.” 

“He’s still black,” she said. “I’m not 
having anything to do with darkies.” 

“No one asked you to. Lee walks me 
home, takes me some place, it’s me, not 
you. I sure wouldn’t want him to come 
in here and see this place and you and 
the kids.” 

“And what’s wrong with this place 
and me and the kids Miss High ’n 
Mighty? You think we're not good 
enough for a darky?” 

“You’re not even good enough for a 
pig,” I told her, heading for the door. 

I stayed away from the house for the 
rest of the day. I had to go home for 
supper, though, and to dress for the 
Union Hall (Continued on Page 66) 
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Was it true what that awful woman had 
said? Was the child I had thought 
an orphan really my husband's? 
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Why shouldn't I have felt the way I did? 
What could erase the burning pain of 
watching day after day the living 
symbol of my husband’s unfaithfulness? 


I SIGHED IN exasperation when the 

telephone rang that hot summer after- 
noon. My husband, Paul, was out of 
town on a selling trip, and I had been 
house cleaning while he was gone. I had 
just gotten Donnie, our three-year-old, 
down for his nap and sank back on the 
couch to rest my weary bones. 

Darn, I thought, who could that be. I 
had an impulse to just let it ring, but I 
was afraid it would wake Donnie, so I 
hurried over to answer it. It was a wom- 
an’s voice, soft, yet husky. 

“Mrs. Anderson?” the voice asked. 

“Yes, I’m Mrs. Anderson.” 

“Mrs. Paul Anderson?” she empha- 
sized the first name. 

“Why—yes,” I said again, puzzled. 

“T’d like to talk to you,” she went on. 
“I can be there in fifteen minutes.” 

““Well—I—” I paused, not wanting to 
be rude, but slightly annoyed at her 
blunt attitude. “What did you want to 
talk to me about?” I finally asked. 

There was a moment’s silence, then 
that odd voice again. “It’s about your 
kid.” 


“Donnie!” I exclaimed in surprise. 


“What about him?” 

“I'd better see you,” she said shortly. 
“T’ll be right over.” And she hung up. 

I stood, the dead phone still in my 
hand, a strange feeling of dread holding 
me immobile. Then I shook myself out 
of it. I was just being silly. Probably 
someone who wanted to enroll him in 
nursery school or sell some books on 
child psychology. I laughed at my 
groundless worry. Donnie was ours, 
legally. I walked into the bathroom to 
wash my face and comb my hair. If I 
were having company I’d better freshen 
up. 

When I came back into the living 
room I noticed the mailman had come. 
There was a letter from Paul and I 
opened it quickly. He was in Des Moines. 
His trip had been uneventful but success- 
ful. He missed Donnie and me. His 
letter ended with this paragraph: 

“The heat here is terrific. I’ve 

been feeling pretty rotten since 

I got here, but guess it is the 

weather. Anyhow, I'll be glad 

to get home to my family.” 
I sighed in- (Continued on Page 69) 
19 














“I can’t buck all three of 
you,” Stanley said. “Just 
remember, it’s our marriage 
and our life, not theirs.” 


X 


. 4 


Why couldn't I see 
what was ruining 
my marriage? 


HANDED Stanley the tele- 

gram from my folk. A 
frown creased his forehead as 
he read it, then he looked up 
at me. 

“They're coming to take you 
back home with them,” he 
stated flatly. 

“Of course they’re not!” | 
protested, laughingly. “They 
just want to see where we live.” 
My eyes swept over the three- 
room basement apartment. 
Coming fresh from their com- 
fortable, attractive home would 
be quite a contrast to this base- 
ment apartment. How would it 
strike them? Well, it didn’t 
matter. It was heaven to me! 

“They are,” Stanley insisted. 
“I can just feel it. They 
wouldn’t consider letting you 
have the baby anywhere but in 
your home town.” His eyes 
turned gentle. “Maybe it would 
be best. This isn’t much of a 
place. And you’re alone so 
much of the time.” 

“Don’t be silly,” | laughed, 


kissing him lightly on the cheek. 


“This is our home. What’s good 
enough for us is good enough 
for ‘Junior’. And after all, 
there are hospitals here, too.” | 
never dreamed then that seeing 
my parents could make me 
change my mind. 

I poured him another cup of 
coffee. He gulped it down while 
putting on his jacket. He 
grabbed his books up from the 
table. 

“See you later,” he said, kiss- 
ing me lingeringly. “In the 
meantime, don’t make any rash 
promises. Remember, I’m your 
husband.” 


“I’m sure I’m likely to forget 








that,” I laughed as he went out the door. 
I continued to sit at the table after he 
left, staring at the plaid table cloth. 
Pure linen. A gift from Mother, I was 
thinking. Much too elegant for this 
apartment. 

My thoughts went back to the tele- 
gram, wondering why they were coming. 
it wasn’t like them to make a cross- 
country trip for no reason at all, and we 
had just seen them two months ago. 
Daddy had been on a business trip and 
Mother had gone along with him. They 
didn’t have time to come to the apart- 
ment, so we had visited with them at the 
airport. 

| was remembering how they were 
against my marriage to Stanley from the 
very beginning. To others, I suppose, 
my folk appeared stuffy and maybe just 
a little snobbish. But I knew they 
weren’t. It was only that they loved 
me and wanted me to have a happy life, 
and all the necessary material things. 

“You could have chosen someone al- 
ready settled in business,” Daddy had 





least waited until he could support me. 
And even then, my father helped us 
financially for many years.” 

There had been no use in arguing 
with them. They could never under- 
stand. Stanley and I couldn’t possibly 
wait two years to be married. Two years 
seemed a lifetime! 

I had met Stanley while visiting my 
cousin. We met, fell in love, and by the 
end of the summer we knew nothing 
could keep us from being married. I was 
proud of Stanley’s desire for an educa- 
tion, proud that he wanted to be a school 
teacher. I’d work my fingers to the bone, 
if necessary. And I had hoped Mother 
and Daddy would feel the same way. 

So, over the protests of my parents, 
we were married. They had wanted to 
give us a large amount of money, besides 
wedding presents, but Stanley wouldn’t 
hear of it. 

“Then we'll give you an allowance, 
until you’re through college,” Daddy 
had said. 


“We'll make our own way,” Stanley 


T loved my husband, but I loved my par- 


ents, too. Why couldn’t Stanley be just a 


little more patient and understanding ? 





declared when he found out Stanley had 
two more years of college ahead of him 
before he could start teaching. “First 
thing you know, he’ll have you working 
while he lolls around in college!” 

“Oh, Daddy! You know better than 
that. Stanley has a good night job, plus 
the small monthly income his grand- 
mother left him. And he’s said the rent 
on the apartment will be practically 
nothing.” 

“Sure, as long as he tends the furnace 
and hauls out the trash and garbage!” 
Daddy argued. 

“Well, what’s wrong with that? It’s 
honest work.” Really, Daddy could be 
so exasperating. “The apartment build- 
ing is noted for that. Stanley isn’t the 
only one. There are two other couples, 
besides us. And one of Stanley’s pro- 
fessors did the same thing when he was 
going to school, in the very same apart- 
ment Stanley has rented. You worked 
your way through college, didn’t you?” 

“Your father didn’t ask me to share it 
with him,” Mother said quietly. “He at 
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had insisted quietly. 

“But you'll live so poorly,” Mother 
had argued. 

“And you must consider Vera,” Dad- 
dy had chimed in. 

“I am considering her. And as long 
as we have our love, and faith, we'll be 
more than rich,” Stanley had said firm- 
ly. “This is our marriage. We’ll be the 
ones to make it work.” 


(okie A 


moon, 


wonderful two-day honey- 
we settled happily in our 
basement apartment. We made friends 
with the couple upstairs, Carol and John 
Baker. John had a year of college left. 
Carol worked part-time at the college, 
continuing with her job even after her 
baby was born. And John, along with 
Stanley and another fellow, each had 
certain sections, and took care of the 
janitor work. It cut down on the rent 
considerably. 

Carol gave me many tips on shopping 
and budgeting. It was all new to me and 
I was proud of the way I was learning. 





We had been able to set enough ; 
for “Junior.” 

“At least we'll own our baby,” Stank 
had boasted. 

I was expecting the baby in one mo 
month and lately I had become mo 
tired and listless than at any time. Ma 
mornings I had to force myself out off; 
bed. After Stanley would leave, I'd, 
back to bed and rest for an hour or 
I never mentioned it to Stanley. Afte 
all, it was perfectly normal. Carol haj 
gone through the same thing. 

Mother and Daddy arrived at almog 
the same time Stanley came home fo 
dinner. “I got the evening off,” he a 
nounced. 

“Was that wise?” Daddy frowned 
“Won’t you need the money?” 

“I can make it up,” Stanley said 
shortly. 

Mother and Daddy only picked at the 
expensive, budget-wrecking roast I had 
prepared. When we were finished, Dad. 
dy lit a cigar and cleared his throat. He 
looked directly at Stanley. 

“Mother and I want to take Vera 
home with us, to have the baby.” That 
was Daddy. Never mincing words. 

Stanley gave me a look that said, 
“See? Didn’t I tell you?” 

“Have you asked her how she feels 
about it?” he said to Daddy. 

“We don’t think it necessary,” Mother 
said. “We know she will agree it’s the 
right thing to do.” 

I was busy watching the cigar smoke 
swirl and drift above the tabie. I hoped 
Stanley wouldn’t lose his temper. 

“Look at the circles around her eyes,” 
Daddy pointed. “She’s worn out. She 
should be able to take it easy at a time 
like this.” 

“She can rest all she wants. After all, 
I don’t force her out of bed every morn 
ing. She can lay prone and eat bon 
bons if she wants to.” 

“I hardly think this is the time for 
joking,” Mother said severely. 

“A little laughter might clear the air 
around here,” Stanley replied. 

I looked at him sharply. He needn't 
get huffy just because the folks were 
thinking of my best interest. 

“We haven’t interfered with 
marriage in any way. This is all we ask 
—to make sure our daughter and grand- 
child are well. Their health is more im 
portant than pride,” Daddy said calmly. 

“What if something happened?” 
Mother said. “She’d be all alone, more 
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nough asi@fidsn likely, what with you at school in 
day time and working at night.” 
Stanley looked at me searchingly for a 


goment. “Do you want to go?” 





by,” Sta 


n One mon | was thinking of the mornings | had 
come mony force myself from bed, dragging, 
time. Mani gmehow, through the days. I was think- 
self out of ing of my sunny room at home, the 
ave. I'd gi mornings of sleeping late, seeing old 
10Ur OF % frends. I was a little homesick. But 
ley. Afterll {hated to come right out and say, “yes.” 
Carol hajf “All right,” Stanley said. “You can 
; go.” He got up from his chair and came 
at almog iM ground to me. “I only want the best for 
home for you. Maybe it will be better. You do 
ff,” he an. jook tired.” 
Our goodbye was tearful. | promised 
frowned, § to write every day and Stanley said he 
: yould write at least every other day. 
nley said “Be sure and call me the moment 
Junior arrives,” Stanley said to Daddy. 
ked at the “I will, Son,” Daddy answered, grip- 
ast I had ping Stanley’s hand. He seemed gen- 
hed, Dad. uinely grateful to Stanley for agreeing 
1roat. He & to let me come home with them. 
ike Vera MISSED Stanley dreadfully, wonder- 
ry.” That ing if he was lonely and if he was 
rds. eating properly. But it also felt wonder- 
vat said, § ful to be home again; to see precious 
sunshine filtering through snowy-white 
she feels § curtains; to wake up and watch the sun 
rise. 
” Mother I wrote faithfully, though my letters 
it’s the § were sometimes short. There just wasn’t 
much to write about. For some reason, 
r smoke § | didn’t want to write and tell him of 


I hoped § the breakfast in bed, sleeping till nearly 
rs noon, being waited on hand and foot, or 





r eyes,” § seeing old friends. I felt guilty about it. 
ut. She But time passed pleasantly and finally 
a time § the big day arrived. As Daddy drove me 
to the hospital, I kept reminding him, 
fter all, § “Be sure and call Stanley. Tell him I 
; morn § love him.” 
at bon- When I woke up, it was Stanley’s 
voice | heard. “Junior has good lungs,” 
me for § hewhispered. I felt his lips on my cheek. 
“Oh, Vera, honey. Thanks. Thanks for 
the air § such a nice baby, and for making me 
such a happy, proud guy.” 
1eedn't Later, he told me, “I couldn’t stay 
3 were away, honey. This is my first baby, after 
all!” He smiled down at me tenderly. “I 
your — just grabbed the first plane I could get, 
we ask and, here | am. Thanks for having Stan- 
grand- ® ley Jr., on a Friday. Very convenient 
re im- for me.” 
almly. He told me he had gotten John Baker 
red ?” to take over his chores for him at the 
more apartment. Mr. Fredericks, his boss, had 





given him a week off, with pay. And of 
course he could make up his studies. 

How wonderful people were! Life was 
wonderful, I was thinking. Nice people, 
nice husband, nice baby and nice par- 
ents. The doctor let me go home on 
Sunday, since I would have care. Mother 
moved the baby into the guest room 
and tended to him solely. 

“Don’t you think you should look 
after the baby yourself?” Stanley asked 
on the third day. “I mean, you have to 
get used to taking care of him some- 
time.” 

“Oh, Stanley, he’s so little. He scares 
me so! And Mother enjoys it.” 

He looked at me kind of peculiar but 
he didn’t say any more about it. 

Sunday morning at breakfast, he said 
to me, “Is everything packed?” 

“Packed?” Mother echoed, a look of 
dismay crossing her face. 

“Yes. We're leaving on the 2:10 


plane. Have to get back to the old grind, 
you know.” 




































“Not that nasty apartment, so soon,” 
Mother groaned. 

“Mother’s right,” Daddy agreed hast- 
ily. He gave Stanley a friendly look. 
“Tell you what, Stanley, give Vera an- 
other two weeks at least, then we'll send 
her back to you.” 

Stanley ran his hand through his hair 
in an angry gesture. “But there isn’t 
any reason why she can’t come now. 
The doctor said—” 

“She’s still weak, Stanley,” Mother 
broke in. “And the baby is so tiny to 
travel.” 

I didn’t like to see the hurt look on 
Stanley’s face, but it would be nice to 
stay a little longer. I still had much to 
learn about the baby. Why, I hadn’t 
even changed his diapers once! Mother 
had insisted I wasn’t strong enough. 

“Two more weeks,” I said to Stanley. 
“By that time, Ill be an old pro with 
the baby.” 

Stanley got up from the table. His 
chair grated (Continued on Page 74) 
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M AYBE IF I HADN’T had that scrap with Floss, it never would have happened 
at all. Maybe I never would have gone near the Bandbox. Maybe a lot of 
things. 

But I did have the scrap with Floss, and I did breeze out of her place, boiling 
over because I figured she was making a sap out of me. And I did go to the 
Bandbox. 

And I met Lorene. 

Maybe I'd better fill you in a little. My name’s Curt Baxter. I’m an automobile 
mechanic, and they tell me I’m a pretty good one. Even before I got out of high 
school, most of the kids in our crowd had souped-up jobs, and they knew what 
went on inside of them. But when they ran up against problems they couldn’t 
work out, they’d come to me. So I guess it figured that I’d wind up making a 
living that way. 

I was twenty-five the night this thing all began, the night I had the, blowup with 
Floss. I was living alone in a room down on South Main. I had a nice bunch of 
friends, and I was making pretty good money. And I had Floss. At least | 
thought | had her. That was the problem. She was one of those kids you never 
knew where you stood with. One minute she could be as sweet as anything, and 
the next minute she could make you miserable. If you’ve ever been in love with a 
girl like that, you know how it can tear you apart. And I was plenty much in 
love with Floss. 

This particular blowup I’m talking about was just one of a dozen—another 
broken date. Okay, maybe she did have a headache, but I’m darned if I believed 
it. There had been too much talk tying her up with a big joker who had just hit 
town. So I told her to have fun with her headache, and stormed out of the house 
and went uptown. 

Don’t ask me how I wound up at the Bandbox, because I’m not a dance hall 
guy. I’d never been in the place in my life. But a lot of my friends went there 
often. And when I found myself tramping along the avenue still boiling mad at 
Floss, and | spotted the Bandbox sign, I just went in. 

I looked the girls over. They were a sad outfit. One (Continued on Page 52) 
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Even when I held her in my arms, 
I couldn’t help wondering how 
many men had been before me. 











The answer to all my problems was in the. 


money in that envelope.\W. hy would 


it be wrong to take it when they hal so 


much and I had so little? 


a IT WAS, right on the floor 
in front of me—an envelope with 
money, a lot of money, in it. It was 
right below the wall safe, and had fallen 
open. I guess Mr. Turner must have 
dropped it accidentally when he had. the 
safe open. Fascinated, I stooped down 
for a closer look, and peeked inside the 
envelope. There were fifties, hundred 
dollar bills; it was chock full! Why, my 
mother made less than fifty a week as 
cook and housekeeper for the Turners, 
and we had a hard time making ends 
meet, much less saving anything. And 
the Turners were old, and must have 
been horribly rich. Imagine, accidentally 
dropping an envelope full of money. 
[hey probably didn’t know how much 
was there, or even need it. I thought, 
then, of the Junior-Senior Prom tomor- 
row night, and how very much I 
wanted a new dress to wear. Last year, 
my junior year, I’d worn a pink gown~ 
Mother had made for me. But this year 
[ had so hoped for a really special dress, 
like the wonderful white formal in Miss 
\nnette’s window, downtown. I had 
passed the store, looking at it, a half 
dozen or so times this past week. It 
was twenty-five dollars, and it might as 
well have been a million. With my little 
brother Buddy sick so much this past 
year, clothes had been out of the ques- 
t10Nn. 

As I stood there looking at the en- 
velope full of money, I thought of 
mother and how hard things had been 
for her since my father died over two 
years ago. He was a wonderful, kind 
nan, but impractical. The heart attack 
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It was breath-taking, this beautiful dress I 
had dreamed of owning. And now | would. 
I had the money right there in my hand. 











ANY PRICE FOR LOVE 


hit him right after he’d finished shovel- 
ing snow from our walk, and those of 
several neighbors. Until I die, I will 
remember the look of surprise mixed 
with pain on his face as he stood in the 
door clutching his chest. 

“Ella,” he’d whispered to Mother as 
he fell, “it’s my heart. Its—I’m—Ella, 
what will you do without me?” 

“Ed, what’s the matter?” Mother had 
cried, running to him. “Ed! Ed! Oh, 
God, no.” 

But he was beyond her horrified cries. 
It was funny, though, how he knew so 
surely that he was going. And his last 
thought had been of what Mother would 
do. His insurance hardly took care of 
expenses, and our savings were pitifully 
small. In a way, life for Mother stopped, 
too, when Dad died, but she straightened 
her thin shoulders and seen to keeping 
a home for my little brother, Buddy, and 
me. Mother had no professional train- 
ing, and had been forced to take a low 
paying job as cook and housekeeper. 
My heart broke just thinking of the long 
hours she worked, and how tired she 
always seemed. The Turners didn’t pay 
her enough, I felt sure, although I sup- 
posed it was about the usual wages re- 
ceived for that kind of work in our 
small town. 

Buddy and I tried to help, although 
he was only five at the time of Dad’s 
death, and there wasn’t much I could do. 
It was just like a light had gone out of 
our lives. Mother always said she 
wanted “something better’ for me, but 
this was only a vague and hopeful wish. 

| guess that’s why Jimmy Ferguson 
became so important to me. He was in 
my class at school, a good all-around 
athlete, very good looking, and one of 
the most popular boys at school. Be- 
ginning our junior year, we seemed to 
see more of each other—not dates, ex- 
actly, but being together at neighbor- 
hood parties, and I helped him with his 
algebra and geometry, and that sort of 
thing. 

Jimmy was from one of the richest 
families in town, and his sister, Kathy, 
was always beatuifully dressed. He was 
so proud of her, too. I remembered 
particularly, a football game the fall of 
our senior year. Kathy wore a simple 
little green and brown plaid skirt and 
weskit, with a soft green cashmere 
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sweater, a tan top coat over her shoul- 
ders. With a large chrysanthemum pin- 
ned to her coat lapel, and the wind 
occasionally lifting her short, curly hair, 
she looked, to me, like every young girl 
has always wanted to look since the be- 
ginning of time. 

Even Jimmy said, fondly, “My sister 
looks like the football season, doesn’t 
she, Cinda?” 

“She certainly does, Jimmy,” I an- 
swered. “She always looks so right for 
every occasion.” 

He continued to look at Kathy and, 
man-like, had not the slightest idea how 
he had hurt me. I looked at my own 
faded grey skirt, and plain pink sweater, 
the threadbare grey coat, and my heart 
ached. 

Jimmy was wonderful, however, and 
though I sometimes felt that his sister 
and mother looked down on our family 
because Mother worked “in service,” 
Jimmy always acted as if | were some- 


but there was nothing I could do now. 

“Hello, Cinda, dear,” she _ said, 
“you’re early today. There isn’t any. 
thing for you to do right now, so we 
won't be too long.” 

“That’s fine, Mother,” I said, “be. 
cause I'd like to stop down town, since 
the stores are open late this evening.” 

Mother looked at me a little question. 
ingly. Today was her payday, and Mrs, 
Turner also paid me a few dollars for 
helping out part time, but I always gave 
it all to Mother. 

“Oh, just to window shop,” I said, 

“All right, Cinda,” she said. “I’m a 
little tired, so I think ll go right on 
home. If you’re going downtown, you 
can go ahead and not wait for me. Just 
don’t be too long, dear.” 

“IT won't, Mother,” I said, hiding my 
delight at the chance to get away myself, 
and left before she changed her mind. 

It seemed the bus driver was going to 
creep along all night, and I thought we'd 
never get there, but finally I was in front 
of Miss Annette’s store, and my dress 
was still there. 


I couldn’t go to the dance i 
old dress I had always™twe 


couldn’t embarrass Ji 


thing very precious, and that clothes 
and status didn’t matter at all, only the 
person. Just for one night, though, just 
for one special time, I wanted to really 
look all right, to really be perfect for 
Jimmy. 


 Ficaeg ON, I tried to figure out just 
how I could have done such an awful 
thing, but right then, somehow or other, 
it didn’t seem too wrong. I told myself 
the Turners didn’t need the money, 
would not even miss it, and I needed it 
so badly. With a quick motion, I pulled 
a fifty dollar bill from the envelope of 
bills, folded it and put it in the pocket of 
my jacket, moving over to the other side 
of the room. 

I wasn’t a moment too soon, either, 
because I heard footsteps, and a moment 
later, Mother came into the room. 
Mother looked so tired, and she was so 
good. For a moment, I wished I could 
put the money back where it belonged, 


It was the loveliest thing I’d ever seen 
—a dress that seemed to say this is 
forever. The scoop neckline and little 
cap sleeves of the bodice were not too 
old, or too young looking, and the waist- 
line was the tiniest I’d ever seen. I drew 
in my breath sharply, stood tall to make 
my own small waist even smaller. 

And the skirt—there must have been 
yards and yards of filmy net over a 
shimmering iridescent white satin 
under skirt. The net skirt was caught up 
in loops, near the hem, by some sort of 
white, metallic-looking trimming and the 
design was repeated on the bodice. | 
had pictured myself in this dress so 
many times. Now, I would have it. 

It was such a fancy store, that | was 
nervous about going in, but I had to 
have that dress. The clerk was very nice, 
though, and when I tried on the dress, it 
looked just like I dreamed it would, the 
wide and swirling white skirt making 
me feel like a princess. 
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When I gave the clerk the fifty dollar 
pill, she looked at it, and then at me and 
the way I was dressed. I felt I had to 
say something, so I swallowed hard, and 
said, “My graduation present.” 

The clerk smiled pleasantly and said, 
“Oh, how lovely! I just know you'll like 
the dress. Will you want slippers and 
an evening bag?” 

| hadn’t thought about those, but, | 
decided with a surge of conscience, since 
it was all a “present” from the Turners, 
| might as well. The clerk helped me 
with my other purchases, and I had just 
about enough money left for carfare 
home. 

As I stepped into the street, the first 
problem of my wrong doing came to me 
suddenly. How would I get the dress 
into the house? Mother would surely be 
there by now. I looked at the clock over 
the store—almost eight o’clock. Why, 
Jimmy would be there, too! I had for- 
gotten that he was to come by to see me 
tonight. Leave the packages someplace? 
| had nowhere, nor any close friend to 
whom I could go. Maybe I could leave 
them on the back porch, or sneak in the 
back way— 

I thought of what my great aunt used 
to say all the time, “Oh, what a tangled 
web we weave, when first we practice to 
deceive.” 

Well, I’d got into it now, and it was 
too late to do anything but go on with it. 
Luckily, when I got home, Mother and 
Jimmy were in the living room, and | 
went in the back door and up the back 
steps to my room. Luck was with me, 
because I didn’t even see Buddy around 
anywhere, and he was always all over 
the place. 

When I came downstairs a few min- 
utes later, with another dress on, my 
hair combed and fresh lipstick, I almost 
felt proud of myself. 

“When did you come in?” Mother 
asked in surprise. 

“Oh, a minute ago,” I said, then, “Hi. 
Jimmy. I just thought I’d pretty up a 
bit before coming in.” 

Jimmy smiled. “Hi, Cinda,” he said. 
“You sure succeeded!” 

Mother smiled at us both, then left 
the room, but not before giving me a 
kind of funny little look. 

I turned to Jimmy, saying, “I’m so 
excited about the prom I can hardly 
wait! Just think, Jimmy, last year’s 
prom was our first real date, and here it 
is another year, and—” 


I stopped abruptly. I was going to 
say something about our going steady, 
but decided it was a little too bold. We 
talked about other things, then pretty 
soon the conversation got back to the 
prom, which was uppermost in my 
inind, anyway. 

“I'd like to know what color dress 
you'll be wearing,” Jimmy said, “so I'll 
know what kind of corsage to get for 
you.” 

I smiled happily. No matter how 
wrong it was, what I had done, it seem- 
ed worth it at this moment, when I 
didn’t have to say, the pink dress I wore 
last year. 

“White,” I answered, and let my voice 
sound as dreamy as I felt when I put the 
white dress on in the shop. 

Jimmy’s eyebrows lifted slightly. “I 
can hardly wait until tomorrow night,” 
he said huskily. 

Oh, it was worth it, it really was worth 
it, 1 kept telling myself. Jimmy would 
see me as the person I really could be. 
“Neither can I, Jimmy,” I said, my eyes 
shining, “neither can I.” 


FTER JIMMY LEFT, I went into 

the kitchen to talk to Mother. She 
seemed sort of excited, and this wasn’t 
like her. 

“Has Jimmy gone?” she asked. 

“Yes, he just left,” I said, looking at 
the luscious cake, on which she was just 
putting the finishing touches. “What’s 
the special occasion?” 

“Oh, nothing special,” she said. “I 
just felt like baking a cake.” 

“Sure looks good,” I said. I slid my 
hand along the table toward the knife. 

“No,” she said, “this is for tomorrow.” 

I sat there for a few minutes, watch- 
ing her skillfully put on the frosting. 

After a while she said, “Cinda, I 
didn’t want to get your hopes up, so I 
didn’t tell you before, but I think the 
Turners are going to give me a nice little 
bonus because of your graduation. This 
evening she practically said so!” 

“Oh, Mother, that’s swell,” I said ex- 
citedly. “But it should be for you, not 
because I’m graduating.” 

She smiled. “I know how much you’ve 
wanted a nice dress and things, for the 
prom. Now, it looks like we'll be able to 
get them after all.” 

1 didn’t know what to say, then. I 
don’t know how I was able to keep a 
smile on my face, because I felt like 
crying. If I had only known this before! 











Now I had done this terrible thing, and 
even if they never missed the money, I 
still felt bad about it. Mother was asking 
me something, and I hadn’t even heard 
her. 

“I said, have you looked at any 
dresses, or picked out any particular 
one you might like?” she asked. 

“Oh—uh, I did look at a—some 
dresses several weeks ago,” | said, “but 
they were so expensive I just gave up.” 

I had already been trying to think of 
an explanation for having the white 
dress, and had halfway decided on a 
story. Well, I’d have to drag it out now, 
anyway. 

“So that’s why,” I continued, “when 
Miss Lee, our librarian, said her niece 
had an almost new dress she doesn’t like, 
and I could have it if I wanted it, I told 
her yes. I’m supposed to go to her house 
to look at it tomorrow after school. 

Mother looked just a little hurt. 

She said, “That’s sweet of you, dear, 
to try to help us save, but I think this is 
one time, if we can, that you should 
have what you want.” 

“Thank you, Mother,” I said, tears 
coming to my eyes, “but if I can wear 
this—other dress, why, you could take 
the money and get something special for 
yourself.” 

Mother looked at me with that funny 
look again. 

“We'll see,” she said. “But I’m going 
to plan to leave work early tomorrow, so 
we can meet downtown, and get what- 
ever you need.” 

Mother was the happiest I had seen 
her in a long time. And I, too, should 
have been happy. If only I hadn’t been 
such a fool, if only I’d waited! Now, I 
had told lies on top of lies. I was so 
mixed up and confused, I hardly knew 
what to do next. 

Finally I said, “I’m tired, Mother. 
Think I'll go on to bed.” 

“So soon?” she asked. “Buddy just 
went up. Well, you have a big day to- 
morrow. And why can’t you look a little 
happier? I can’t have my graduation 
girl all gloomy.” She was smiling so hap- 
pily, I almost wanted to tell her every- 
thing, ask her to forgive me and help me. 
But I knew how much it would hurt her, 
and if she didn’t need to ever know—I 
turned and went up the steps, obediently 
pasting the smile back on before I left. 

The next day at school flew by, and, 
as he usually did when I didn’t go to the 
Turners’, Jimmy (Continued on Page 64) 
29 








| COULDN'T LEAVE HIM 


” 


\X ELL, BETTY! After all these 


years— 


les’ soft whisper reached me in the 


led, 


a8 


hushed room. I turned and 
his sleeve. Yes, Miles Griffin, 


whom I hadn’t seen in four years! 

My heart raced. “Why—NMiles,” I 
stammered. I felt awkward, flustered. | 
had known, of course, that I might run 
into him when I came back to my home 


town for Aunt Vivian’s funeral. I had 
steeled myself for the encounter and | 
had convinced myself that I could carry 
it off very smoothly. 

But, one whispered greeting from him, 





MALONE 


1. I had § and my smug composure had been 
r and | knocked silly. The room was suddenly 
ld carry too crowded, the heavy-sweet scent of 


flowers became smothering. 


om him, Then the organ began playing softly. 


Around me, women stifled their sobs 
with damp, balled handkerchiefs. I’d got- 
ten the tears out of my system last night. 
Aunt Vivian had been a sweet old lady. 
When I was a child, she had been my 
favorite aunt, the kind who always had 
fresh cookies or an exciting new toy 
awaiting my next visit. But she had been 
sick a good many years now and we all 


realized it had been a blessing when she 


slipped quietly away. 

The service in the chapel ended and 
the crowd filed out into the bright spring 
sunlight. Once again, I became aware of 
Miles’ closeness as he threaded his way 
through the clustered groups of people 
toward me. At his side was a small 
woman in a plain brown hat, his wife, 
Nancy—the girl he had married after 
jilting me four (Continued on Page 79) 


It should have been all over between 


Miles and me years ago, after I mar- 


ried another man and he married an- 


other woman. But it wasn’t over now 


that we had another chance—a last 


fling at a love that should never be 








You had to practice if you wanted to learn ho 
to catch a man, they told me. Well, I had pra 
ticed—and caught a man I couldn’t handle 





| WAS FEELING pretty good as | 

walked out of my last class, passed 
the mirror pool and out toward the 
school bus waiting at the curb. I’d pulled 
down a “B” in Spanish and our basket- 
ball team had won 14 to 2. I'd been 
pretty thrilled when Miss Gage had said 
it was because I| was the best forward the 
school had had for a long time. 

Then, just as I was ready to climb on 
the bus I caught sight of Chuck’s letter- 
man sweater. I started to call to him but 
then I saw he wasn’t alone. Jane Sandler 
was walking beside him, laughing gayly 
up into his face, walking on the inside 
of the sidewalk and right toward Pto- 
maine Tom’s across from school. I went 
cold, sick and cold and finally I realized 
I’d just stopped in my tracks. The kids 
started to bump against me getting on 
the bus. 

Quickly I climbed aboard and sought 
refuge in the back seat of the bus. Then 
I looked again. Chuck and Jane were at 
the order window, probably getting some 
19-cent hamburgers. I closed my eyes 
and bit my lip. Why? Why had Chuck 
taken Jane to Ptomaine Tom’s when / 
was the one he did his homework with, 
when / was the one who handed him 
tools when he worked over his motor- 
cycle, when J was the one who thought 
of him last thing before going to sleep, 
first thing upon awakening? 

My mind was still racing when Su- 
zanne sat down beside me, fixed a mas- 
caraed eye on me and asked: “What's 
new?” 

I knew better than to talk about 
Spanish or basketball with Suzanne. She 
was interested in boys, period. Her folk 
had let her date since we were freshmen. 
She’d probably learned a thing or two 
while I was still green as grass even 
though we were almost seniors. Yes, 
Suzanne was a gal with the answers. 
And I needed some right now—desper- 
ately! 

I pointed out the window at Jane and 
Chuck. “That’s what’s new.” I snapped, 
not even trying to keep the hurt out of 











! was alone with this man I had tempted—alone 
and scared and too weak to fight him off any 


longer, powerless to resist his brute strength 


my voice. How I hated them! 

“Oh that!” she laughed. “Jane doesn’t 
care about him. She’s just practicing.” 

I stared. “Practicing?” 

“Sure. She’s going to ask Fred Bige- 
low to the junior prom but she’s 
practicing with Chuck first.” Suzanne 
shrugged. “Some girls have to build up 
their nerve. Me. I’ve never had any 
trouble.” 

That was for sure. I looked at this girl 
who had her pick of dates, who looked 
terribly old with her upswept hair-do 
and careful make-up job. I felt like a 
child in my pony-tail and saddle shoes. 
How come Suzanne felt so sure of her- 
self all the time? 

“But how can you ask a boy out unless 
it’s a ‘backwards’ dance?” I asked 
breathlessly. 

“Oh, it’s done all the time,” Suzanne 
said. “You’ve got to keep practicing all 
the time. That’s all.” 

The bus started up with a jerk and I 
tore my eyes away from those two figures 


eating hamburgers together. It was so 


unfair—especially since Jane didn’t 
really care anything about Chuck, while 
cet 

“You’re nutty about the guy, aren’t 
you?” Suzanne asked. “But he still 
thinks of you as his big sister?” 

“That’s not true,” I cried horrified. 
Then I did some thinking. We’d lived 
on the same street for years; up until 
a year ago I'd played baseball out in 
the street with Chuck. He copied my 
algebra; yaked on about his cycle. Only 
once had he kissed me. 

It was out in the garage the day he’d 
gotten his cycle. He was so excited he 
was talking a mile a minute and as we 
bent over it together, me asking ques- 
tions, him answering them, he’d turned 
impulsively and kissed me right on the 
lips. Before I could say anything he 
went red and embarrassed and after that 
acted even more shy with me. Instead 
of bringing us closer together it was al- 
ways there between us—like a barrier. 
And he’d never asked me out. Yet at this 
very moment he was with Jane Sandler. 

I looked over at Suzanne, who was 
inspecting her nail polish. Maybe she 
was right. Maybe I was just the big 

ister to Chuck. And if I were, it was my 


34 


own fault because I was still so inex- 
perienced. I’d rather be nothing to 
Chuck than his big sister! 

“Okay,” I said to Suzanne, “how do 
I start practicing?” 

“On anybody, anybody who doesn’t 
matter.” She stood up. “Here’s my stop, 
honey. Good luck.” Then she was gone 
with a gay “thank you” to the bus driver. 

That was the first time I’d noticed we 
had a new one. Somebody had said old 
Pop Wilkins had retired. This guy was 
kind of a character in his long side burns 
and blue jean pants and jacket. He was 
real old—at least thirty-three. When I 
got off at my stop I stopped beside him. 

“How do you like your new job?” I 
asked with a bright smile. 

“It’s okay. For a job, that is.” He 
spoke in a slow drawl and his eyes were 
tired and haunted looking. 

I skipped off the bus. “See you in 
the morning,” I called over my shoulder. 

He grinned back. “Sure thing.” Then 
he closed the doors. 

I walked down the street slowly. Was 
that practicing? I asked myself. Did an 
old guy like that matter? I kicked a 
pebble on the sidewalk angrily. Well, at 
least he didn’t treat me like his big 
sister! And by talking to him it might 
help me talk to Chuck—in the right way. 
As I let myself into our house, I won- 
dered if I could ask a boy out, especially 
Chuck. Mother and Daddy had taught 
me not to be forward. And yet if I 
wasn’t I’d probably go on sitting home 
every Saturday night. 


T ALL LOOKED SO hopeless and | 
felt so awful I didn’t open a school 
book. Instead I laid across my bed and 
read a movie magazine until dinner 
time. Then I jumped in and helped 
Mother with the serving and the dishes, 
listened to Daddy report things ds he 
read the evening paper. All the time my 
heart was listening, listening for Chuck’s 
usual whistle announcing his arrival. 
Would he come over tonight, after tak- 
ing Jane to Ptomaine Tom’s? Would 
that make any difference? 

By eight o’clock I’'d given up com- 
pletely. Chuck and I were finished; 
everything was over. He was probably 
over at Jane’s house. She was letting 


him copy her algebra. 

Then I heard the whistle as his bike 
hit our cement walk. Something er 
ploded inside me. It wasn’t all over; | 
still had a chance. If only I were as sure 
as Suzanne. 

“Hi, Kathy,” Chuck said flopping 
down on our couch. “Hi, Mr. and Mrs. 
Thompson,” he said to my folk. 

Mother said hello from the kitchen 
and Dad got up to take his paper inte 
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the breakfast room. “Looks like the Red 
Sox won again Chuck,” he said before 
he disappeared. 

“Yeah, what a streak of luck,” Chuck 
grinned. “Okay let’s see your algebra, 
Kathy.” 

Just like that he said it! No “please” 
or anything. Just an order. How long 
has he been treating me this way, I asked 


myself with a stab. Why, this was worse 


than any big sister! No respect, no 


gratitude. Just an order. 
“T haven’t done it,” I said flatly. 
He groaned and tore off his letter- 
“Oh 


thought I could work on the cycle to- 


man’s sweater. brother, and | 


night.” 


I was still seeing him munching on 
a hamburger with Jane Sandler. “Don’t 
you think you should do your own home- 
work?” I asked him, “and stop depend- 
ing on me all the time?” 








“Well, what’s with you?” he de- 
manded. “You never minded before.” 

He looked so bewildered my heart 
went out to him. “Let’s do it together,” 
I said opening my book. “It'll go faster.” 

All the time we were working | stole 
tiny looks at him, at his wavy brown 
hair that was never combed, at his dirty 
white corduroy pants he wouldn’t let 
his mother wash, at his expressive mouth 
that was always (Continued on Page 56) 
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GLY DUCKLING 








What chance did I have for love and marriage with a face 


like mine? What man would ever look twice at meAea 


HE DREAM was always the same. 
There is this old old woman who 
nes up to me and demands money. 
ive it to her and she hobbles over 
» a boiling kettle. Then she starts mix- 
ing a brew, the way my grandmother 
old me the swamp women down home 
used to do to work spells. A rooster’s 
comb... a pair of frog’s legs . . . the 
lights of a guinea hen . . . a pinch of 
suff, all of it dropped into the kettle 


AL Mend stirred. 





Then the old woman dips up a cup 
of the vile brew and forces it to my lips. 
I struggle but it is no use. Some of the 


liquid trickles down my throat and there 


is a loud explosion. 

Suddenly, I feel that I am beautiful. 
| know I am beautiful. The old woman 
cackles and holds a mirror up to my 
face. I am beautiful. The most beautiful 
woman in the world! 

But the dream always ended too soon. 
It was over before anybody could see 


me and nobody ever knew how beauti- 
ful I was. I’d wake up with a start. I'd 
sit up in bed and light a cigarette, smok- 
ing and wishing until daylight came. 
But mostly, I cried. 

I remember going to a beauty shop 
soon after I went to work at the Pyramid 
Realty company. The head beautician 
was a young man who bounced around 
like a jumping jack. He studied me 
with his head tilted to one side, then 
simpered. : 

“Ugly? 


never, never use that word! 


My dear, we must never, 
Modern 
methods of cosmetology can rake any 
All we 
do is start with the most attractive fea- 
ture—” He paused and stared at me as 
if to make sure I had at least one at- 


woman glamorously beautiful. 


tractive feature. 

It was not my hair, which was thick 
and hard to manage, nor my mouth, 
which could be described as generous. 
My figure was only fair, neither volup- 
tuously curved nor thin as a rail. I guess 
my eyes were my best feature, dark and 
brilliant with long lashes. The trouble 
was, men seldom spent all their time 
gazing into a woman’s eyes, no matter 
how attractive they were. 

Anyway, I ordered the works at the 
beauty shop. When I paid my bill and 
walked out, the young man took one 
look at me and ducked into an empty 
booth. He didn’t even say goodbye. 

The truth was, I was just plain ugly. 
I'd been a homely little girl, lonely and 
unhappy. “She'll grow out of it,” people 
used to tell my mother. I was never 
quite sure whether they meant the un- 
happiness or the ugliness. They were 
trying to be kind but all they did was 
make me more than ever self-conscious 
about my looks. 

Time passed; I was no longer a child 
but a young woman, and I didn’t “grow 
out of it.” People trying to be kind de- 
scribed my face as “interesting,” “full 
of character,” and “intelligent.” But I 
knew all along those were just ways to 
avoid saying “ugly.” I don’t claim that 
homely women are more intelligent than 
beautiful women, but they seem to have 
more time to spend on improving their 
brains. At least, that’s the way I found 
it. I was very studious because | spent 
no time in idle chatter about parties or 
primping to attract the attention of some 
boy or another. There were few parties 
and no boys in my life. 

When I got (Continued on Page 60) 
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I NEEDED MORI 


T WAS A STRANGE HONEYMOON that Paul and | had 

at beautiful Catalina Island. There was none of the pent 
up eagerness of the newly married. No violent love making. 

Still, it was the happiest week I had known in four miserable 
years. I had had enough of physical passion in my first mar- 
riage to Norman. The kind of love that had swept me off 
my feet only to leave me disillusioned and heartbroken. re alone ot last: me. 4am 

Paul’s kind of love, gentle, spiritual and tender, filled me Sind this man who had a ails 
with contentment. This was the only kind of marriage | to do was walk out the door—but | 
wanted, I told myself on that last lovely evening. The only 
shadow was the stirring torment I sensed in Paul as he faced 
his own inadequacy. 

“The Island seems to be saying goodbye,” he said wist- 
fully, as we strolled along the water’s edge and listened to 
the music floating out from the pavilion. “I wish we could 
stay! I wish we never had to return to the mainland.” 

I looked up into his sensitive face so out of key somehow 
with his rugged bigness. Those heavy black brows, that 
jutting chin and his large calloused hands were deceptive. 
I wondered briefly what kind of expression he had worn 
before—before Korea and the shell explosion that had left 
him half a man. 

“It’s been a wonderful honeymoon, darling!” | cried 
warmly, wanting to reassure him. “And no girl could have 
had a lovelier wedding than ours. I'll always remember that 
little Chapel in Beverly Hills—the flowers and the music. 
And the way you looked standing there at the altar waiting 
for me as I came down the aisle. 

He stopped walking and cupped my face in his hands. 
“I'd do anything to make you happy, Lorna. But it’s so 
little I have to give—” 

I leaned against him. “We’re going to have a wonderful 
life together. You’re giving me everything I need, Paul dear. 
The other—” My voice trembled, but I stumbled on, “The 
other kind of love only brought me humiliation and shame. 
It was always the same. Men looked at me and wanted me. 
Even when I was sixteen.” 

I had told Paul about Norman, but I hadn’t told him about 
that summer when I entered and won the beauty contest. 
That was the first time it happened. The happiness of being 
crowned beauty queen lasted such a short time. After the 
judging I was whisked away into a dressing room to change 
from my bathing suit into a filmy white formal. I was to 
preside at the ball immediately following. Before I had time 
to get out of my suit, someone knocked on the door. Think- 
ing it was one of the other girls, I opened the door. A bald- 
headed, portly man stood in the doorway. I recognized him 
as one of the judges. His small eyes ran over me apprais- 





‘| THAN KISSES 


It was a strange bargain that Paul and I made on 
our wedding day, one that I yearned in my heart to 
keep, but one that every fibre of my body ached to break 
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SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter. 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is 
unlike any product you ever have used before. 
No waiting hopefully for months to see the 
results you want. With the improved NEVOLINE 
formula we guarantee you will see your skin 
grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

2 oz. jar $1.25 Send cash, money order, 


4 oz. 4 : 
6 9 ~ oy with the order — 


PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104-JU 
Jackson Heights 72, N. Y. 
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believe it’s what you want, get your 
48 with a Lambskin Bag, Postaald, or C.0.D. ge 
Postage. Money Back Guarant Copyright 'S8— 
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LOOKING CLOTHES 
LEARN AT HOMIE - SPARE TIME 


ete field. Design own ward- 
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rience designing for others. I 

to to thrilling career—even a ao en 

own some day. Basic “learn-by-doing™ 

course ws uidance of qualified 

teachers provides. excellent starting 

point for a career. Send for free 

“Adventures in Dress Design.” 


~ “NATIONAL SCHOOL OF, DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Porkway Dept. 3 Chicage 14, mt 


Please send me FREE and etree your booklet, * 
ures in Dress Design,” and full particulars. 
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I NEEDED MORE THAN KISSES. 


If I loved Paul the way I thought I did, 
how could I do this terrible thing to 
him? Why couldn’t I fight this devil inside 
my body that was destroying me? 


ingly, boring into every line. 

“You’ve got everything, honey!” he 
said, pushing into the room. He rubbed 
his fat hands together. “You can go far. 
That is, if you let me help you. Ill see 
you meet the right people. I’ll take you 
around to the right places so you’re seen 
by people who count.” 

Before I could move away he put his 
arms around me. | felt his hot touch 
against my latex suit. My heart pounded 
with panic. “Please! I—I have to 
dress,” I said. 

“Listen, Baby! Don’t be like that. Be 
nice to me!” His fingers moved up my 
spine toward the zipper fastener. 

I was terrified! I thought about 
screaming for help but how could I ex- 
plain? It would all be so humiliating. 
What would Mom and Dad say? They 
were so proud of me winning the con- 
test. I’d have to handle this myself. With 
a quick movement | brought my high 
heel down as hard as I could on his 
instep. He cried out with pain and 
stepped back, his face livid with rage. 

“You littlk—” He cursed. 

“Get out!” I said, through clenched 
teeth. “Get out or I’ll call the police.” 

Still swearing and making threats he 
left and I bolted the door. Alone, | 
began to sob convulsively. It was my 
first experience with a man’s lust. But 
it wasn’t my last. There were many such 
men; each with a different disguise, 
carrying his own little bag of tricks. 
Each time I came up against such an 
experience, I felt that same sobbing 
hysteria. Even now, safe within Paul’s 
embrace that was so different, I shivered. 
And I felt again the deep sense of grati- 
tude toward Paul. He asked for so little. 
He was giving me so much. 


Wt FINISHED our walking and re- 

turned to the hotel to pack so that 
we could take an early boat back to the 
mainland in the morning. Then we un- 
dressed and went to bed. Long after we 
had turned out the lights, I knew that 


Paul lay tense and sleepless in bed. 

“Can’t sleep, darling?” I asked gently. 
“Want me to ring for warm milk?” 

“Lorna!” His voice came _ thickly 
through the darkness. 

“Yes, dear.” 

“If you ever change your mind—if 
you ever meet another man, I want you 
to know that you are free. I’ll under- 
stand. I won’t try to hold you.” 

“Paul! Dearest Paul! How many 
times do I have to tell you?” I turned 
toward him and stretched out my hand. 
“Give me your hand,” I said softly. 
When his was within mine, my fingers 
tight around his, I went on, “Remember 
the night we met, darling? Remember 
how you came to my rescue? Remember 
how frightened I was?” 

I had gone to a show with my room- 
After the show, Margo insisted 
we go into a neighborhood cocktail 
lounge for a drink. We hadn’t been 
there any time at all until two men 
joined us at our little table. I wanted 
to shake them, but Margo went on flirt- 
ing with them. The men ordered more 
drinks. Finally, I told Margo I was go- 
ing home, she could stay if she wanted. 
When I got up to leave one of the men 
grabbed me and tried to pull me down 
in the booth. Again I felt the panic and 
this time I cried out. That was when 
Paul came into the picture. I hadn’t seen 
him come into the bar. 

“Is this man annoying you!” he 
asked. 

I nodded. 

It all happened so quickly. Paul told 
the man to leave me alone. But he was 
just tight enough to make trouble. He 
made a lunge toward Paul and Paul 
went after him. Later, I remembered 
the violence of the fight that went on in 
the bar and then outside in the street, 
ending only when the other man was flat 
on the ground. Paul was hauled in by 
the police. I was called to testify, and 
Paul was freed. 

But the inci- (Continued on Page 76) 
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There seems to be no end to the quality and quantity of 
drinks consumed during the summer months, and with so 
many delicious ingredients available, the variety is endless. 
All sorts of fruit flavors, fruit juices, soft drinks, ices and 
ice cream, milk, and today’s wonderful nonfat powdered 
milk have been added to the list along with instant tea and 


MAGAZINE 
Freda DeKnigh! 


coffee. A little ice, a blender or shaker and away you go! 
Whether the occasion is a back yard or patio party, a picnic 
or just the routine family affair, there is a drink that will 
satisfy everyone. TAN offers a variety of new ideas for hot 
weather drinks. Try these summer sippers on thirsty throats 
when the temperature soars. 
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te av 
Orange Blossom Punch 
Combine 6 cups orange juice, 1 cup lemon juice, Y2 cup maraschino cherry 


juice, 4 cups water or ginger ale, Yq cup sugar. Serve in punch bowl with ice 
cubes. For a decorative touch, freeze maraschino cherries in the ice cubes. 


e] reshing Summer rinks 


I 


Spicy Fruit Flip 
Beat together 2 medium sliced bananas and 2 tsps. lemon juice 
with rotary beater or mixer; stir in 1 qt. chilled nonfat dry milk. 
Beat until well blended. Blend in % tsp. powdered ginger. 


Lime-Mint Cooler 
Crush 2 mint leaves in a glass with a spoon. Fill with 1 cup 


chilled, nonfat dry milk. Slowly add 2 tsps. limeade concen- 
trate, defrosted, stirring constantly. Garnish with mint sprig. 





Pe Se. eee Oe eee Ne 


Banana Orange Cooler 
3 thsps. orange juice concentrate and 
tsps. sugar to 3 mashed bananas. Blend. 
d 3 cups chilled nonfat dry milk; blend. 





Graham Cracker Stacks and Milk 
Combine 1 3-0z. pkg. cream cheese, 2 tbsps. nonfat dry milk, 1 tbsp. 
honey in bowl. Beat with fork until fluffy. Spread on 15 graham 
crackers in stacks of three and top each stack with another cracker. 











Black eyelet dress by Vicky 
Vaughn has satin belt and 
full skirt. Price: $14.95. 





ROM SUNNY HAWAII to chilly Alaska, colorful cottons will be dotting the 

streets and byways of all of our fifty states. Excitingly designed with an urban 
swish for cool comfort and easy wearing elegance, cotton outfits will make up the 
better half of a well chosen warm-weather wardrobe. 

Color, during the bright sun-filled days of summer, is always important news. 
Reds have a spicy new accent, periwinkle blues, shocking pinks and cool greens 
are shown in delightful combinations. Vivid corals, burnished browns and glow- 


. po! Cottons 


ing yellows are reflected in a stirring collection of separates and accessories. De- 
signers have had a field day with shapes and forms this season, and have gone 
all out in selecting pleasing lines that will pamper the feminine form. There is 
no definite, well defined silhouette. Instead, the general theme is one of fresh, 
enchanting beauty, and there is a “right” beauty silhouette to please everyone. 
With the shortening of dresses, more legs will also be shown. TAN’s jewelry 
is by Marvella; hats by Madcaps; shoes by Pappagallo; gloves by Crescendoe. 


2 y Nee 
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White nautical dress of Arnel and cotton has blue and 
white stripe insert at neck and gold buttons on bodice. 
The belt has wide gold buckle. By Toni Todd. $10.95. 
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White Dacron shirtwaist with appliqued Sun dress in See floral print has cover-up jacket. 
daisies has yellow velvet bow at neckline $10.95. Sleeveless full skirted maize cotton dress has 
and waist. By Vicky Vaughn. Price:$14.95. lace insertion on yoke. Dresses by Vicky Vaughn. $9.95. 
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Make Wherever You Live Into A “Summer Home” 


HETHER IT’S A SMALL or large apartment, a little 

gray home or a mansion, you can make the place where 
you live cooler and easier-to-care-for during the hot months. 
A few simple tricks of conversion and you have what 
amounts to a cool, comfortable “summer home.” 

Think first of washability; frequent use of soap or deter- 
gent suds takes little time or effort and keeps furnishings at 
their freshest and coolest. 

Try using beach or bath towels for summer curtains and 
for slipcovers. Choose towels in solid colors or patterns, or 
a combination of both for occasional contrast. Take down 
all heavy winter draperies and curtains, snap cafe curtain 
clips onto the appropriate size towels, and hang them on 
rods—all in a matter of minutes. These “cafe curtains” can 
be easily laundered and re-hung without ironing. 

Now for the “terry treatment” of upholstered furniture, 
mainly using the larger towels. First drape towels over 
chair or couch, attach to the back of the piece with long 
straight pins, and tuck each towel neatly in at the juncture 
of back and seat. If one towel isn’t large enough, use an- 
other one for the seat cover, in matching pattern or perhaps 


in a harmonizing solid color. Once the towel is smooth and 
tight, pin it securely underneath the seat. 
Terrycloth, with its great absorbency, makes a splendid 


pats oN 


WITS 
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lounging background, texturally speaking. And at the same 
time, upholstery or regular slipcovers receive full protection, 
from summer soil. 

Continue your “cooling-off” treatment by taking up 
large rugs and replacing them with light mats or washable 
area rugs in pretty pastels. These small size rugs are often 
made of cotton combined with one or the other of the map. 
made materials, are available with deep-pile surface, and 
are completely washable in soap or detergent suds. Quick to 
dry, too! Wring a mop out of warm soap or detergent suds 
occasionally and use it on the floor surfaces; this wipes up 
lint and dust with least exertion. ; 

A few more “hot tips” for coolness: clean one room a day 
rather than tackling the whole house; cook with an electric 
roaster—it can make an entire meal without heating up the’ 
kitchen; launder bed linens often but don’t bother to iron 
them; lower room temperature (if you don’t have air condi 
tioning) by directing an electric fan at a wet turkish towed 
hung over an open window or by placing a bowl or pail of 
ice cubes right in front of the fan. 

These streamlining techniques will give you more leisure 
time and more comfortable living all summer long. And your 
home becomes a blessed “retreat from the heat” for the 
whole family! 


oe 


Bath towels draped over upholstered furniture provi 
cool “terry” treatment for summer. Tuck each towel 
joining points, and fasten with long straight pins where : 


Terrycloth towels on clips convert readily into attractive, easily laundered cafe 
curtains. Sewing on strips of cotton ball fringe adds pretty touch. Curtains 
become drying towels at summer’s end. 
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Child Care: 
Curiosity Is Go 
For Your Chile 


By Dr. Edward W. Beas ; 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


667F‘OMMY! Will you please sit do 
and stop meddling with the ¢ 
tor’s things?” The tone of Mrs. Wilsogim 
voice had reached the exasperation ley 
The active two-year-old trotted to }j 
mother’s side where he stayed for p 
haps thirty seconds. Then he was 4g 
again. He had spied a drawer that mig 
be opened. Before he got very far 
this last project his mother had clutehel 
him by the seat of his pants and p 
him on her lap, where he subsided 
a moment. “He’s into everything.” 
complained. 

This is not an unusual complaint fron 
the mothers of children who are in, wha 
I consider, the curious stage. They ar 
anxious to investigate, to find out what 
the wide world is all about. They d 
this by touching, feeling, tasting, knock. 
ing down, pouring out, pulling over, 
rummaging through closed drawer, 
climbing on stools to reach out of the 
way shelves, and a variety of other 





T 













* “Itching bumps and blackheads made my 
life miserable. I tried one lotion and ointment 
right after the other, but none gave me the 
relief I needed. I was about to give up hope 
when a friend suggested I try Black and White 
Ointment. I did and have been grateful ever 
since. It quickly eased the 
itch, burn and sting.” 


Beeb, SMloben 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 20¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 
Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 


BLACK and WHITE OINTMENT 














Shrinks Hemorrhoids 














into DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 
NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 








ASTHMA 


if you suffer asthma attacks, choke and wheeze, find 
sleep impossible because of the struggle to breathe . 

try FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE now! Get immediate, 
blessed relief from the dreaded of b 

asthma. Over 1,000,000 bottles sold—FREE TRIAL bottle 
by return mail. You pay nothing. Send name and address 
now to: FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 908-A, Frontier Bidg., 
462 Niagara Street, Buffalo 1, N. Y. 








New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
substance with the astonishing 
oo 


Most amasing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like ‘‘Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!"’ 

The secret is new healing substance 
(Bio Dyn) dieoovery” of a world-famous 

This substance is now pons ong Ming sup- 

or ointment form under the name 
H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. Ree. US. Pat. Of. 





ENJOY STEADY PAY 
EVERY DAY AS A 





THIS IS THE HOME STU 


more. 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT . 


mature and older women are also needed 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE com- | 

is no cost or § Name 
salesman will call. You can make 

your decision to be a Nurse in the privacy of your ¢ pggress 


plete information right now. 
obligation and no 


There 


own home. 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING | 
— 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, iu. ECity 


ROOM 17K79 


NURSE 


LEARN AT HOME IM ONLY 10 WEEKS 


'Y COURSE that can change 
your whole life. a ea security, A thee Ba. a4 
freedom from money worries. In Nursing you can AND SAMPLE LESSON 
earn up to $65.00 a week, and many can earn much 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 
FOR FREE BOOKLET 








lpost GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING! 
. - [ROOM 17K79 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILE 

















things that only their active minds can 
invent. 

While it is true the child must bh 
taught there are certain things he cannol 
touch, that closed drawers must not be 
opened and the contents dumped, thal 
everything must not be put into ones 
mouth, it is equally true for the alert and 
There must be 
areas which he is free to investigate. His 
natural urges will be satisfied if there is 
a drawer with his books and small toys 
that he is free to rearrange and to empty 
at will. 

Certainly, from the point of view of 
mother’s nerves, the fewer times she has 
to say “no” the happier she will be. The 
fewer “no’s” that the adventuresome 
child hears, the more likely he is to pay 
attention when he does hear Mother say. 
“No, No, Tommy you must not touch 
the doctor’s things.” It also helps to of 
fer an alternative that is permissible, 
such as: 
that you may look at while we are wait 
ing, try this.” The curious “twos” need 
not be trying. 


active child to learn. 


“Here is a nice picture boo 








»" 
(@) 


s6r TAN. )6GUMovie Previews 


Goce 
Chile 









on ( CO) 
wt 
Le 











_ 
+ Beasle LAST TRAIN FROM GUN HILL 

enanes Another production thundering from out of the West is Paramount’s Last Train 
nary om Gun Hill, a big western starring Kirk Douglas and Anthony Quinn, ably sup- 
lease sit dopiiported by Carolyn Jones and Earl Holliman. Although the film has a touch of 
with the deffracism (the murder of an Indian girl) it is mostly action, suspense, tragedy, ro- 


Mrs. Wilsoy{jmance and humor. 


peration ley The action, all taking place in one day, 


concerns two young men, Earl Holliman, 







rotted to }j 

ayed for who raped and killed an Indian girl dur- 
1 he was. ing a drunken spree. The murdered girl’s 
er that mis son, who witnessed the attack, summons 





marshal of 





his father (Kirk Douglas), 







very far 
had clutched the town of Pauley. Douglas finds a clue 
s and placa) that leads him to the neighboring town 


of Gun Hill, where he discovers the killer 
(Holliman) is the son of his old friend 
(Anthony Quinn), the big boss of Gun 


Hill. Because of this personal relation- 





subsided 
ything.” 





nplaint fron 








are in, wha ship he now has a problem of how to get 
e. They ar Kirk Douglas, as tough marshal. Holliman away to justice and save his 
nd out wha own friendship with old buddy Quinn in the bargain. 
t. They do— Quinn begs Dougias to spare his son, but he refuses and tells him that he is taking 
ting, knock § the boy back on the evening train to stand trial for murder. He takes his prisoner 
ulling over,§ and seeks refuge in a hotel for a long, six-hour wait for the “last train from Gun 
d drawer Hill.” In the hotel, he is surrounded by gunmen who have also cut off the possibility 
out of the of any outside aid. Tension and suspense builds up to the climactic showdown and 
y of other the inevitable tragedy. 
— COUNT YOUR BLESSINGS 
d must ef Laughter and pathos are freely mixed 
s he canna} in Count Your Blessings, MGM’s color 
vust not be adaptation of Nancy Mitford’s best-sell- 
mped, tha fing novel, The Blessing, which presumed 
into ones ‘hatthe ways of Frenchmen in matters of 
e alert ani @ [ove and sex are unique and superior and 
» must bef ‘quire a special understanding from the 
tigate. His) Women they meet. Charles-Edouard de 
if there is | Valhubert, played winningly by Rossano 
small tov, | Bt#22i, is presented as the prototype of 
] to empty the cynically amorous Frenchman who 
woos, marries and makes pregnant Grace _ ee 
tall Alingham (Deborah Kerr), an English- Brazzi and Kerr in ‘Blessings. 
es she has § “Oman. 
Il be. The Beginning in London, where the lovers meet and marry, the story capers on a 
ee flimsy line back and forth across the Channel. After nine years absence fighting 
‘is to pay France’s wars in distant lands, Brazzi returns to England, is reunited with son and 
other say, wife and takes them back to his home in Paris. Complications immediately set in. 
not teu The wife discovers that she has married into wealth, but that her husband is an 
Ips to of inveterate woman chaser. 
vinieallie Naturally, this creates friction in the family and separation follows. It is Sigi. 
ore hae their nine-year-old son—a scheming but adorable little brat—who is responsible for 
are wie effecting the inevitable reconciliation of his parents. 
os” wal ar direction by Jean Negulesco is hampered seriously by a slow, slight script, but 
- photography done on location in London, Paris and the French chateau country, 
is attractive and relaxing. 



















AGENTS 
WANTED 













Write For Special 
Agent’s Rates Today.... 


JOHNSON PUBLISHING CO. INC. 
1820 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 











SUPER” ELECTRIC COMB 
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=) heater holds several 
combs and irons. Send $1.00 
Fully deposit today. Pay balance 
guar: plus COD postage on delivery. 
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and on delivery deposit only $2 plus posta 
man. (Or se send 2 with exter to save C.0.D 
age.) Use for 10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
= will be more than delighted or your'money back 
ly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 
LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-G, New York 16 








SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 



































or YOUR CHOICE: HAND D COLORED 
Three5x7 =| IN OWS ...... ¢ 
ENLARGEMENTS 99¢ aan Sie oad 
PLUS one 5x7 White 8 x 10 1¢ 
HAND COLORED ENLARGEMENT 
ENLARGEMENT I¢ 

Post- 
Total, T ‘ 
posipad .... 9 otal, $ paid 


C.0.D. orders accepted 
Beautiful enlargements you'll display or give proudly. 
Send photo, snapshot, or negative (returned unharmed). 
State color of hair, eyes, and clothes. 

QUALITY VALUES, Dept. 338-A 
Box 222 Cooper Station, New York 3, N. Y. 
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“VANISHETTE™ The LATEST 
Figure Slimming 


miracle of Paris § 
1 “Magic Lastic Waist Band” will 
i INSTANTLY Vanish 4 inches ; 
OFF YOUR WAIST 
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1 35 S. Park Ave., R ic Centre, N.Y. Hy 
OQ. Send ‘‘Vanishette’’ C.O.D. I'll pay 8. - -plus postage. | 
O I enclose $...... YOU pay postage. 0 Size...... 

I Regular Girdle O Panty Girdle ( Color......... I 








FIGHT CANCER 
WITH A CHECKUP 
(See your doctor) 
AND A CHECK 
(Send it now) 

TO 
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a MONTGOMERY, ALA., 17-year-old Walter James Smith was sentenced to 3 
months in prison after pleading guilty to burglary and grand larceny chargy 
with the admission: .“I was tired of looking at TV all the time.” 


* * * 


In Johannesburg, South Africa, a distraught husband charged in divorce court 
that his wife hit him in the face, tore his clothes, bossed him around in public and 
threatened to kill him despite the fact that he was King Cyprian, leader of two 
million Zulu tribesmen. 


* * * 
In Baltimore, Md., James Whitfield, 33, told what he did with the $5,285 he 
stole from a bank at toy pistol-point: “I lived good, ate good and slept good,” 


* * * 


In St. Louis, Mo., Barnes Hospital officials installed a hidden automatic camera 
in a storage room to catch a cigaret thief in the act, later arrested Henry L. Cope. 
land, 25, charged him with stealing $350 worth of cigarets, plus the camera. 


In Memphis, Tenn., defendant Lewis T. Boyd explained what he meant when he 


referred to his fist-fight opponent as his “husband-in-law”: “He’s my girl friend’ 
husband.” 


t at * 
In Pensacola, Fla., Fred Sims, who cannot read or write, received a card saying 


he owed $56.70 in Federal income tax, promptly cashed the card for that amount 
at a liquor store. 


* * * 


In Petersburg, Va., lawyer Raymond Valentine found $26,000 in tax money on 
the City Hall steps, returned it to the tax collector’s office, walked out to find his 
reward—a $] ticket for parking overtime. 


* oo * 


In Cincinnati, Ohio, angry at being locked out of his girl friend’s apartment, 
34-year-old Minor Cartwright kicked a hole in the door, went away for a month's 
stay in a hospital with a broken leg. 


* * * 


In San Francisco, Calif, 40-year-old porter Odell Phillips was shot three times 
by a mysterious gunman, promised later: “If he’ll apologize, I’ll forget all about it” 


oa * * 


In Philadelphia, Pa., Mrs. Laura Williams, 39, charged that her husband, Isaac, 
38, threatened to kill her when she told him she was leaving him and refused his 
demand to give back a gold tooth he had bought her before she left. 
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I Made Her A Tramp 


(Continued from Page 25) 


of them finally conned me into buying a 
strip of tickets, and tried to keep me in- 
terested by dancing so close we almost 
couldn’t move. I suppose that was what 
most of the guys wanted, but I guess I still 
had Floss on my mind and I just didn’t 
give a darn. I gave the girl the brush after 
a while and was about to hit the road when 
I spotted Lorene. 

Maybe it was her hair that first caught 
my eye. This was a time when short hair- 
cuts for girls was the big deal. I hated 
them. Lorene’s hair was lovely, and she 
wore it all the way down to her shoulders. 
She was about the only girl in the place 
who didn’t look like a drowned rat. 

She caught my eye and smiled. I drifted 
over. 

“You look like you could use a dance,” 
she said. 

I changed my mind about taking off, 
and bought another bunch of tickets. I 
expected her to wrap herself around me 
the way the other girl had, but I got a 
surprise. She figured what I wanted to do 
was dance, and she was the best dancer 
I’ve ever seen in my life. You didn’t even 
have to lead her. You just had to think 
what you wanted to do, and she’d be way 
ahead of you. 

“Whoever taught you to dance knew 
what he was doing,” I told her. 

She liked that. “Dancing is my business. 
I’ve got to be good at it.” 

“The other kids here don’t seem to think 
it’s necessary. They specialize in close- 
order technique.” 

Lorene shrugged. “If that’s what you 
have in mind, there are plenty of other 
girls to accommodate you.” 

Maybe it was just a good line. Later 
on, months later, I got to thinking that’s 
just what it was. But that night I was in 
a mood to like somebody, anybody who 
would be nice and not give me the fast 
shuffle Floss was giving me. I bought 
Lorene’s line all the way. 

I also bought more tickets—a lot more. 
{nd some drinks, if you can call those 
slugs of junk drinks. By the time the place 
closed we were Curt and Lorene, and crack- 
ing jokes together, and talking about ev- 
erything from hot rods to my hitch in the 
Army. 

She let me walk her home, and I thought 
I had it made. I was wrong. I got as far 
as the door of her apartment—and stopped. 

“What’s the deal?” I demanded. “I’ve 
tossed a month’s pay into that lousy joint 
tonight. Don’t I even get to come up for a 
cup of coffee?” 

Her smile faded. “Now look, Curt, I 
didn’t kead you on tonight. I didn’t give 
you any false hopes. I know some of the 
girls do that, but I never do.” 
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I had to admit she was right. But I still 
wasn’t happy about it. 

“Forget it,” I snapped. “You’ve earned 
your dough. Sweet dreams.” 

She bit her lip. I stalked away. Quite 
a night. A fight with Floss, and now a 
dead-end street with Lorene. Nuts. 

I looked back as I turned the corner. 
She was still there. 

I figured that was that, but I was wrong 
again. I got home and turned in, and I 
couldn’t sleep worth a darn. I fired up a 
cigarette, paced the floor for a while, tried 
it again. No go. I was sore at Lorene, and 
sore at Floss. But I guess even then Lorene 
had started getting to me. 


DEBATED GIVING Floss a buzz the 

next day and then changed my mind. 
She had kept me hopping long enough. 
Let her sweat out some silence for a while. 
And that night, without actually meaning 
to, I wandered back to the Bandbox. 

Lorene was there. She had been wearing 
a pale yellow dress, all soft and filmy, the 
night before. Tonight she had on a light 
blue job the color of her eyes. I hadn’t 
really paid much attention to her looks last 
night. Tonight I noticed that she had a 
shape like a bachelor’s dream. I got a kind 
of a tight feeling in my chest as I looked 
at her. 

She was dancing when I got there. A 
couple of the other girls tried to take me 
in tow, but I shook them off and waited, 
getting more impatient by the minute. Fi- 
nally Lorene’s guy ran out of tickets and 
took a powder. I went over. 

“If I tell you I’m sorry,” I managed, 
“would you believe me?” 

She looked right at me. She had a habit 
of looking right into your eyes, not playing 
coy the way girls like Floss do. 

“I might,” she said. “If I thought it 
mattered.” 

“It does matter to me. Will you dance 
with me?” 

“That’s what I’m here for,” she said. 
She might as well have been talking to her 
grandfather for all the warmth I got. 

Maybe the cool reception made me work 
even harder to be nice to her. After a while 
she thawed out. The evening breezed by. 

So did the next, and the one after that. 
And the Sunday night when she was off, we 
had a date. I still didn’t know much about 
her. She told me she was from a town in 
southern Illinois, on the river. She said 
her folks were dead, and she had been mar- 
ried once when she was just a kid. I didn’t 
particularly give a darn. She was strictly 
a dance hall girl, good fun; maybe some 
day she’d be better fun if I played my 
cards right. 

But the main reason I was spending my 


time with her was to keep from going bats 
over Floss. After a while I couldn’t take jt 
any longer and I dropped by Floss’s house, 

If I figured on a “welcome home, dar. 
ling, all is forgiven” reception, I got a jolt, 
Floss opened the door, and the first thing 
I spotted was this big guy on the couch, 
He was reaching for a handkerchief to ge 
rid of some lipstick. He spotted me and 
grinned. 

Floss smiled too, that mocking smile that 
had always made me want to choke her, 

“Hello, Curt.” she said. Even her voice 
was mocking. “It’s nice to see you, only, 
I’m afraid I’m tied up tonight.” 

“So I see,” I muttered. 

“You certainly didn’t expect me to do 
nothing while you were chasing around 
town with a piece of dirt. Or did you?” 

That tore it. “You call her dirt?” | 
stormed, and slammed the door closed in 
her face. If I hadn’t, I’d have torn her 
apart. 

Four days later, Lorene and I were 
married. 

Sure it was rebound. Think a guy can 
take that kind of treatment and not have it 
get to him? I was pretty sure Floss was 
still in love with me. Or maybe I just 
wanted to think she was. And I made up 
my mind to hurt her just the way she had 
hurt me. Worse, I hoped. 

It took a lot of liquor to steam myself 
up to asking Lorene to marry me. I guess 
she sort of realized that, too, because she 
didn’t accept right away. 

“But why, Curt?” she asked me. That 
frankness again. No beating around the 
bush. “Why?” 

It just made me all the sorer. For Pete's 
sake, here’s a dance-for-your-supper kid 
getting a legitimate offer of marriage, and 
she’s asking questions. 

“Because I love you,” I said harshly. 
“Can’t you believe that?” 

For the first time since I had known her 
she turned her gaze away from mine. “I'd 
like to,” she whispered. “I'd like to very 
much.” 

“All right then, let’s quit wasting time. 
We’ve got some planning to do. And the 
sooner we get it over with the better.” 

It certainly wasn’t the kind of proposal 
a girl dreams about. But for some reason, 
Lorene took it. Of course, I figured later 
on that the answer was obvious. I figured 
a girl in her racket would have kissed the 
soles of my shoes to get hold of a wedding 
ring. 


T WAS NOT A church wedding, of 
course. Think I wanted everybody in 
town smirking while I walked out of a 
church ceremony with a girl who'd peddle 
dances to anybody who had a buck in his 
pocket? Instead, we had it taken care of 
by a justice of the peace. Clean and quick. 
And I was a married man. 
For a while I got a fierce satisfaction out 
of thinking that Floss must be sorry for 
the way she had kept me hopping for 
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jong. And for a while I guess I kidded 
myself into thinking I was glad I had done 
i, Thad to hand Lorene one thing: right 
from the beginning she knocked herself out 
to make me happy. She moved into my 
place and started to fix it over. She gave 
up her job and settled down to being a 
yife and you'd have thought she was the 
happiest kid in the world. 

But after a while. I woke up to what I 
had done. Ever since I was old enough to 
tnow what they were talking about, I had 
heard pals of mine talking about the girls 
down at the Bandbox. The town’s best off- 
color jokes were built around the babes 
yho worked at that place. And now I was 
married to one of them! 

It got me down fast—my friends, trying 
to be polite to Lorene—and trying not to 
smile when I could see them; Floss and 
her new boyfriend. noising it all over town 
that I had pulled this stunt because Floss 
had given me the heave; total strangers 
staring at me. everywhere I went. 

But it was Lorene who faced up to the 
oroblem. One night when I came home 
tired and disgusted and just plain beat. 
she sat on the arm of my chair and rested 
her cheek against mine. 

“It’s not very good, is it darling?” she 
asked. 

I should have realized it wasn’t her fault. 
But I was fed to the teeth. 

“No.” I said. “It stinks. 
devil did I expect?” 


But what the 


Lorene winced as if I had hit her. But 
she kept her temper. “Let’s move.” she 
suggested. “To some other town. Any- 
where you want.” 

“What’s the use?” I mumbled. “Wher- 


ever we go they're bound to spot what you 
are.” 

Still she took it. “It’s worth trying.” she 
insisted. Her eyes were misty, but I tried 
not to notice. and finally I gave in and 
agreed to give it a whirl. 

One of my Army buddies had kept in 
touch with me through the years. Kid 
named Mike Travis. He had worked with 
me in the motor pool, and he had seen 
what I could do with engines. 

“My family has an automobile agency 
back home,” he had told me. “If you ever 
decide you want to come into our service 
department, you’ve got a job.” 

I wrote him and he called me back long 
distance, saying that his service foreman 
had been around for years and he couldn't 
touch him until he retired. But he offered 
me the number two spot, and a promise 
that I'd move up as soon as there was room. 
I bought it, and Lorene and I moved. 

For a while I thought our troubles were 
over. We rented a little house near the 
edge of town, and Lorene looked as happy 
as a kid. She had done a job on our little 
apartment, but she did absolute miracles 
with the house. You’d have thought she 
never did anything in her life but study 
housekeeping and home decorating. 


V Y JOB WAS GOOD, and Mike was 
- still the wonderful guy I remembered. 
‘He dropped over often, and he and Lorene 
hit it off like lifelong buddies. Everything 
seemed perfect. Maybe it should have been. 

But I just couldn’t shake the memory of 
what kind of a girl Lorene had been. Every 
time I looked at her, I had pictures of ten 
thousand other guys looking at her and 
drooling. And even at night. even when 
she was so soft and warm and loving, I just 
couldn’t blot out that nagging question, 
“How many other guys have made love to 
her? You'll never know, sucker. You'll 
never know.” 

It got me down again. worse than before. 
I started snapping at Lorene. I started hit- 
ting the bottle again. That little house she 
had fixed up so cute began to look like a 
trap, a lot of fluffy window dressing. After 
a while I even began waking up at night 
wondering what Lorene was doing all day 
while I was on the job. 

“You're out of your head.” I tried to tell 
myself. “She’s a good kid.” 

But you don’t just turn off doubts that 
easy. I began thinking back. What did I 
really know about her? 

She had been working in a stinking joint 
that made a business of getting dough out 
of travelling salesmen and frustrated hus- 
bands and teen-agers trying to look like 
men of the world. She worked with a 
bunch of girls whose stock in trade was the 
veiled promise of a fancy time after the 
place closed up—just so long as the dope 
was still around and still loaded. Okay, 
maybe Lorene hadn’t worked that gag on 
me. Maybe she was just smart enough to 
try a different line. It had sure as thunder 
worked, hadn’t it? 

What else did I know? That her parents 
were dead. Nice. convenient way to hide 
her background. 

She had been married once. Nice, con- 
venient way to explain a lot of things, avoid 
embarrassing questions on a wedding night. 

That’s what I knew about Lorene—a girl 
I got to know when I handed her a ticket. 

A girl I had married. 

Maybe I was in the mood to pick fights 
with her. Maybe I was looking for trouble. 
I started spending nights away from home. 
I found that there was plenty of female 
company in town, and plenty of alcohol. 

I expected Lorene to raise hell with me. 
She didn’t. She must have known what was 
going on, because I didn’t make any effort 
to hide it. She stopped smiling, and she 
was silent around the house. She looked 
drawn after a while. But she didn’t arzue 
with me. She never tried to lower the boom 
on me, the way the average wife would 
have done. 

Well, why should she? Got a nice meal 
ticket for herself, I reasoned. Bet your life 
she’s taking no chances of lousing up a 
good deal. 

Mike knew something was sour. He tried 
to get me to talk about it. 
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“Tt’s none of my business,” he said, “but 
all your friends have noticed it. Something 
is wrong with you and Lorene. What is it, 
Curt? We're friends. You can talk to 
me.” 

Talk to him? What was I supposed to 
tell him—that I was disgusted with myself 
for being stupid enough to marry a girl 
like Lorene? In a pig’s eye I could talk 
to him. 

“She’s a wonderful girl, Curt,” Mike 
said. “Everybody loves her.” 

His words mocked me. Everybody loves 
her. Sure, I knew how he meant it. But I 
wondered if it was true the other way too? 

Everybody loves her. Everybody loves 
your wife. 

Then it happened. 

I never should have agreed to go out that 
night in the first place. I had gotten drunk 
the night before and I had a lousy hang- 
over. I was sore at Lorene and sore at 
myself. For my money, the whole world 
stank, 

But when a few of the guys came by 
with their wives, and talked us into going 
out to a roadhouse for a few beers, I gave 
in. Lorene hadn’t said a word all evening. 
At first she said she didn’t want to go, but 
a couple of the wives persuaded her. 

“Mike will be along later.” somebody 
said. “We'll have some laughs.” 

Laughing was the last thing in the world 
I felt like doing. Lorene and I drove out 
alone. She had long ago learned to keep 
quiet when I was feeling mean. And I was 
feeling plenty mean that night. 

When we hit the joint we got a big table 
and I began slugging drinks as fast as I 
could handle them. Not beers, but the 
heavy artillery. The rest of the crowd 
kidded me at first, then they got worried. 

“Hey, kid, hold it down.” one of the 
fellows said after a while. “Lorene will be 
carting you home if you don’t give it a 
rest.” 

I glared at him. “Okay, so Lorene will 
cart me home,” I snapped. “That won’t be 
any novelty. She’s carted plenty of other 
guys home in her time.” 

There was a gasp all around the table. 
Then I heard a sob and Lorene got up, 

clutching a handkerchief to her mouth. I 
tried to find something to say, but before I 
could say anything Lorene ran out of the 
place in the direction of the parking lot. 

[ glared at the rest of the party. “Any- 
body want to do something about it?” I 
challenged. One of the guys rose out of 
his chair, but his wife whispered something 
and he settled back. I went over to the bar. 


DON’T KNOW how long I sat there. 

The more I drank the madder I got. I 
thought I was getting sore at Lorene. 
Maybe I was really disgusted with myself. 
I don’t know. 

But after a while I noticed that Lorene 
hadn’t come back. I figured she had taken 
the car and gone home. I figured it was 
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past time for me to hop a cab and do the 
same thing. I paid my bill and headed out 
into the night. 

Our car was still in the lot. Somebody 
was in it. Lorene, probably, still turning 
on the tears. Then I looked in and stopped. 

Lorene was there, all right. Only she 
wasn’t alone. She was in a man’s arms. 

Mike’s. 

I’ve heard people talk about seeing red. 
I know now what they mean. I was so mad 
I was almost blind. 

I yanked open the car door. “Can’t you 
even keep it under cover?” I yelled. “If 
you’ve got to be a tramp, do you have to 
do it in a blasted parking lot?” 

Lorene screamed. Mike got out of the 
ear and tried to pin my arms. 

“Hold it, Curt,” he said. “You’re way 
off base.” 

I wrenched free and smashed him in the 
face. His head cracked against the car. I 
spotted blood. I but he 
ducked the blow. 


swung again 





Prudent Discretion 
Don’t think me jealous 
And all such 
Because | don’t 
Trust you too much— 
I must admit 
I like your style, 

The way you talk, 

The way you smile,— 

Your charms are easy 

To adjust to— 

But that’s the reason 

I don’t trust you! 
—Gladys Martin 





“You crazy fool,” he gasped. “I found 
Lorene crying out here. What the hell did 
you expect? The way you’ve been treating 
her—” 

I hit him again. He went down. I looked 
at him, and at Lorene, huddled in the front 
seat of the car. And suddenly I didn’t want 
to hit Mike any more. I felt sick. 

I got a cab and went home. I wanted to 
crawl in a hole and die. The drinks got to 
me after a while and I passed out. 

I guess Lorene got into the house and 
out again during the night. When I woke 
up, her clothes were gone. 

I stayed away from the shop for a couple 
of days. I didn’t know what to do. And the 
more time passed, the more I woke up to a 
horrible realization. 

I realized that I was hopelessly in love 
with Lorene. I realized I always had been. 

And worst of all, I knew that I had real- 
ized it too late. 

In sheer desperation, I went back to the 
auto agency. Mike was in his office when 
I got there. He just looked up and stared 
at me. 


“Go on and say it,” I told him. “Get jfjerh 
over with.” in to 
Mike lit a cigar. He was slow about jf red. 
“T take it you finally woke up.” he said, J how 
I nodded, too miserable to answer. Mike Bi 
said, “I think we’d better get one thing hadi 
straight. Nothing has ever gone on bf put: 
tween Lorene and me. She was too much of th 
in love with you—God knows why. But fi shot 


admit something, Curt. I'll admit if I cou B 
have gotten her away from you, I'd hay h 
done it.” a 
I just nodded. I didn’t hate him ay be 
more. I was too busy hating myself. 
“Where is she?” I pleaded. “Do yap"? 
know?” I 
Mike shook his head. “I’ve got to fini thir 





her,” I muttered. “I’ve got to make it mM lool 


to her.” an 
“I think you mean that,” Mike sap pla 
slowly. 
“T mean it.” sai 


He got up and put his arm around m 
shoulder. “You’re not the first idiot wh 
let a wonderful girl get away from hin} | 
Take some time off. See if you can a ha 


—- 
Rw 


her. Your job will still be here when yw) tn 
get back.” | 

They say tough guys aren’t supposed > “J 
cry. If Mike had taken a crack at me,| be 
could have stood it. But being nice to m «y 
after what had happened— 

I accepted his offer. But I didn’t knoy 
where to begin. Lorene hadn’t left an 
sort of a clue at all. li 

I went back to the town where we half 4, 
met and took a stab at the Bandbox, but 
she hadn’t been back. I asked her forme > 7 
landlady, but she hadn’t heard either. She . 
did remember the name of the town} y 
though, that Lorene had come from, the 
river town in southern Illinois. 

It wasn’t much to go on, but I was des 
perate. I headed for it. 

And I began to learn things. Just a fev, 
but everything was a help. 

I learned that Lorene’s parents had 
died some years before. So that mucho) | 
her story had been true. 

I dug up the records of a marriage, and |, 
a divorce. That had been true too. I felt fF | 

( 
| 
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sicker by the minute. And there was no 
longer the slightest doubt about her in my 
mind. No matter where she was working | | 
when I met her, no matter what she had | 
been doing. she was no hustler. 

I had held one of the sweetest kids in 
the world in the palm of my hand—ani 
had let her get away. 


OBODY AROUND TOWN knew 

where she was or had heard from her. 
She had been away for years. Apparently 
she had never come back. I was about 
ready to give up. 

In sheer desperation I made the round: 
of the cabarets and clip joints in town. ! 
started at the best and worked my way 
down to the worst dives I’ve ever seen. 

That’s where I found her. 

I almost didn’t recognize her. No wor 
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der her former friends didn’t know she was 
intown. She had dyed her hair a bright 
red. And she was wearing a dress that 
cowed a lot more than it hid. 

“But the main thing was her face. She 
jadn’t been gone more than three weeks, 
but she must have been drunk every minute 
ofthe time. Her eyes were puffy and blood- 
dot. She looked like a ghost. 

But the thing that made me sickest was 
yhat she was doing. She was sitting at the 
har with a fat blob of a man. He was 
pawing her. and she was taking it. Taking 
it and doing nothing. 

I came over and she saw me. I don’t 
think she even recognized me at first. She 
looked at me. and her gaze drifted away, 
and then drifted back. The smell of the 
place was horrible. 

She finally recognized me. “Curt.” she 
said. Then nothing. 

The fat guy said, “Blow. chum. The lady 
js my property. Been mine for a week.” 

If he had kicked me in the gut it couldn't 
have hurt worse. Because I knew it was 
true. 

That’s when Lorene found her voice. 
“This is what you called me. Curt. remem- 
ber?” Her mouth hung open for a minute. 
“Just a tramp. Curt. So—figured I might 
as well be one. You thought I was one, 
might as well be one.” 

“Let’s go.” I said. 
like somebody else’s. 
home.” 

“But, Curt, you don’t want a tramp.” 
That slow, dead tone again. “You always 
said that. 
You don’t want me.” 

I pulled her off the stool and held her 
close. “Honey. you’ve got to forgive me.” 


My voice sounded 


“[’'m taking you 


And now I am a tramp. Curt. 


I whispered. “Call me every name in the 
book if you want to. 
want. But you’ve got to come home with 
me. I just can’t take it if you won’t.” 


Say anything you 


She put her arms around me then. and 
began to sob. The fat guy started to say 
something. then he got a look at my face 
and thought better of it. I took 
back to the hotel where I was staying. The 


Lorene 


owner started to give me a routine about 
this being a decent place. but changed his 
mind. I guess I looked like bad trouble 
that night. I would have been, if anybody 
had gotten in my way. 

We're home again now. I’m working at 
Mike’s again. And Lorene is almost back 
to her old self. I guess she’s so happy to 
have me being nice and considerate to her 
for a change that it’s helping bring her 
around faster. 

But things aren’t the same. They'll never 
be the same. And no matter how I try to 
make it up to Lorene, I’ll never be able 
to blot out the memory of what I’ve done. 
I'll never be able to make up for it. 

But there’s one thing I know: I'll keep 
trying to. I'll keep trying just as long as 


I live, THE END 
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Wrong Road To Love 


(Continued from Page 35) 


emiling or talking, and at his hollowed-out 
cheeks that I loved so much because some- 
times he forgot to shave and looked so cute 
with the stubble all sticking out. 

Whenever I was with this boy I felt 
warm all over, happy in a church music 
way. He was fine and intelligent and he 
was different. I felt complete when I was 
with him. When I wasn’t I just looked 
forward to the next time we’d be together. 
Chuck was special and if he didn’t ask me 
to the junior prom I didn’t know what 
I'd do. 

I hinted around, saying it was only two 
weeks away, stuff like that. It went right 
over his head. He was going on about his 
cycle. 

“I’m taking her out to the drag races 
Sunday.” he was saying excitedly. “She’s 
soing to be the fastest cycle in the United 
States. She’ll do 125 miles per hour sure. 
The record is only 124.” 

I’d heard all this so many times. I was 
still interested but I couldn’t “live” it the 
way he did. And it seemed as if he was 
deliberately avoiding the junior prom. 
What if, I suddenly asked myself, what if 
he asked Jane Sandler? She’d turn him 
down. Suzanne’d said she was going to ask 
Fred Bigelow. Or was she? I had to know. 

“Have you asked anybody to the prom?” 
I asked in a tiny, scared voice. 

“Nope. I’m going stag.” He sent me a 
funny look. 

I didn’t know whether to be happy or 
sad. Disappointment won. He wasn’t go- 
ing to ask me. Id have to ask him or go 
stag myself. 

“Don’t you think it’d be fun to go with 
somebody?” I stalled, trying to build up 
my nerve. This was my big chance. If I 
muffed it— 

“T am,” he said in complete innocence. 
“I’m going with the guys.” 

My heart sank; my tongue was tied. I 
couldn’t ask him. I just couldn’t. And he 
lidn’t seem to understand what I ached 
for him to do. When he left. whistling in 
the June moonlight, I knew I'd failed. I’d 
tried but I'd failed. Maybe I needed more 
practicing. Maybe I needed to expand my 
personality a little more. Maybe then I 
could ask Chuck—if it wasn’t too late. 


THE NEXT MORNING I was waiting 

on our corner for the bus as usual. 
Chuck had sailed by on his bike with a 
“hi.” I felt bluer than blue. When 
the bus pulled up I got on and suddenly 
remembered my campaign with the new 
driver. 

“How’s everything?” I asked him, jump- 
ing up the steps. “Do you think this old 
bus will get us to school?” 
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breezy 


He grinned in a tired sort of way. I 
stood beside him a couple of blocks chat- 
ting. It came so easily. His name was Jake 
and he smiled whenever I said anything. 
Why couldn’t it be this way with Chuck? 

I ran into Suzanne that noon in the cafe- 
teria. “Did you ask Chuck to the prom 
yet?” she asked. 

“No, I don’t think it’d be right,” I 
blurted out. 

“Don’t be a dope, Kathy. Jane asked 
Fred. And I asked Marvin. We’re going 
to double date. Marvin’s getting his fa- 
ther’s car.” 

“But you’re different—” I began weakly. 

“Maybe,” she smiled importantly. “But 
I know one thing: girls grow up faster 
than boys. So we have to do the asking!” 

I mulled over this all day, looked at the 
boys in my classes carefully. Had we girls 
really grown up faster leaving them be- 
hind? I didn’t know but it was possible, 
wasn’t it? 

I stood beside Jake all the way home. 
He’d opened up a lot and soon we were 
laughing together. I felt warmed by my 
success by the time I got off so I headed 
for Chuck’s house. He was in the garage 
working over his cycle. Of course that was 
all he could talk about. I hung around 
like a fool waiting. Just waiting. So eager. 
So hopeful. All for nothing. I dragged 
home, mad at Chuck and half-mad at 
myself. 

Daddy was home early, and he and 
Mother were in the kitchen. I threw down 
my books and went in. As I stood looking 
inside the refrigerator vacantly Daddy 
said: 

“Something wrong, Kathy?” 

I sighed. “No, it’s just this darn prom. 
Chuck’s going stag and I hoped—” my 
voice broke. 

“What’s the big rush, cookie?” Daddy 
kidded me. “You’re only sixteen.” 

“He’s still a kid, Kathy.” Mother said. 
“Be patient and he’ll catch up with you.” 

I faced her, my cheeks flaming. “What 
do you mean?” 

“Why, nothing. Just that girls grow up 
faster, that’s all.” Mother looked startled 
when I ran out of the kitchen. 

I threw myself across the bed and 
pressed my face into my white bedspread. 
Suzanne was right then. Even Mother 
agreed with her. Maybe I was a dope. 
Maybe Suzanne was right about every- 
thing. 

Chuck didn’t come over that night. I 
was able to figure out why. We didn’t have 
an assignment in algebra. So he’d rather 
work on his cycle then come see me. He 
only came over when I had something to 
give him. Like a big sister! 





I was hurt all the next day. My baske, 
ball game was way off and Miss Gage gay 
me a talking to. I didn’t care. I kney 
now that Chuck just used me: that fy 
didn’t care for me at all. I got on the by 
that afternoon and smiled at Jake. Ther 
was a new sparkle in his eyes I didy} 
understand. 

“How "bout riding up to the end of th 
line with me, pigeon?” he drawled as | 
stood beside him. 

“Don’t be silly,” I laughed. “I’ve got tp 
get home.” 

“We could have some fun.” he said, % 
being Friday afternoon and all.” 

I had to laugh. But I refused. of cours. 

When I got off the bus I said to Jake 
“Well, be a good boy over the weekend” 
I tossed my pony tail in the air jauntily, 
thrilled with myself. “Don’t do anything 
I wouldn’t do Jake!” I bounced off the 
bus. 

It was getting so easy to joke with Jake, 
and with the box boy down at the market, 
and even some of the boys at school. Td 
done a lot of practicing. But I was still 
shy with Chuck. Why was it different with 
him? Why was I always a little afraid of 
him? 

That next week we had finals and Chuck 
and I really had to cram. When he came 
over all we did was study. I didn’t men 
tion the prom and he didn’t either. I still 
didn’t know what to do. If I tried to ask 
him again I’d probably lose my _ nerve 
again. What a mess— 

The last day of school I was miserable, 
I walked around getting my Yearbook 
signed half heartily. This day should be 
a smashing finish of a glorious year—a 
year of good grades, being a star player 
on the school’s basketball team. always, 
always having Chuck in the back of my 
mind, savoring the knowledge he’d be con- 
ing over almost every night. It’d been the 
one thing I’d clung to. When something 
went wrong, I thought about sitting in our 
living room with Chuck that night and I'd 
feel strong again. 

Almost everyone had a date to the junior 
prom tonight, guys were writing love mes 
sages in Spanish and Latin in their dates’ 
Yearbooks. Where was Chuck? What 
sweet, tender thing would he write in my 
book? 

I caught him at lunch time, shoved my 
book in front of him. Then I closed my 
eyes while he wrote. Make it something 
special, I prayed, so I’ll know he cares. 
Actually that’s what matters, I told myself 
firmly, not his taking me to the prom but 
that he likes me a little, that his shyness 
is a cover-up for love. 

Chuck handed back my book. “See you, 
Kathy!” and he was gone. 

Eagerly I flipped through the pages, my 
heart flip-flopping inside of me. Then ! 
found it, one sentence scrawled above his 
class picture: “Keep your eye on the ball.” 

I closed my eyes over tears of hurt and 
disappointment. I was a regular fellow, 4 
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“ember of the team,” a buddy to Chuck. 
Why, he didn’t even think of me as a girl 
yall! Suzanne’s words cut into my mind 
js] got on the yellow bus that afternoon: 
BIG SISTER. Suddenly I hated everything 
[was: good student, top athlete, nice girl. 
I was more like Suzanne I'd have 
Chuck’s love. 

| realized somebody had spoken to me 
wd my mind cleared. Jake was grinning 
ame from behind his seat. I started on 
past but he gripped my arm. 

“How about a ride?” he asked with a 
wink. 

“Absolutely not,” I snapped, annoyed. 

“Jumping Jupiter,” Jake ran his fin- 
gers through his oily hair, “first you ogle 
me like a hungry hound, then you back 
away like a frightened quail. What’s your 
angle, pigeon?” 

| jerked away. “Leave me alone,” I 
pleaded. The hardness of his voice scared 
me. | was shaking more from fright than 
fom anger. When I got off at my stop I 
didn’t like the look he sent me or the “See 
you later, pigeon,” he hissed at me. It was 
just one more thing to make me feel alone, 
empty and blue. 


\ OTHER WAS PRESSING my brand 
‘V2 new white formal when I got home. 
I looked at it sadly. When I’d picked it 
out, squandering all my allowance on it, 
I'd had such lovely visions of me in it and 
Chuck’s arms around me in his navy blue 
suit, Chuck and I dancing. Chuck and I 
laughing together sending secret messages 
back and forth. And then in the privacy 
of my front porch Chuck and I kissing. 

“Do you need a ride to the prom, dar- 
ling?” Mother wanted to know. 

“No, Phyllis’ Dad will take us. I can 
walk to her house.” I explained. Phyllis 
only lived two blocks away. Maybe if I 
walked slowly I might run into Chuck— 

It was dark when I left the house but my 
mood matched the night. Phyllis and Kathy 
—just two stag girls who couldn’t get 
dates. How hopeless can you get? 

I'd just rounded the corner when a man’s 
figure came out of the shadows. 

“Howdy, pigeon.” 

It was Jake. My legs went so weak I 
took a step backwards. What did he want? 
What was he doing here? 

He stood tall and dark over me, leering 
down at me through his slit eyes. “Well.” 
he drawled, “if you don’t look good enough 
to eat, just like a vanilla ice cream cone.” 

I started to turn away but his hand 
closed around my arm and he dragged me 
toward a dirty sedan that was parked by 
the curb, 

“What are you doing?” I cried in fear. 

“You and me—we’re gonna take that 
little ride together.” 

“No,” I cried and struggled to get away. 
But I was no match for him. He threw me 
into his car and started up the engine. 
Then we were tearing down the streets and 
out toward the desert. We were going so 
fast I didn’t dare try to jump out. 
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A cold wind blew through the cracked 
windows on Jake’s car and cut right 
through my thin organdy formal. Every 
time he’d turn I was thrown against the 
door or against him. I hung onto the dash- 
board desperately. It was desolate on the 
desert and as the Joshua trees ripped by 
like silent black ghosts I knew what Jake 
wanted. Me. Like one animal wants an- 
other animal, and takes her by force. What 
could I do to save myself? What could I 
say 4 

And at this very moment Chuck was at 
the prom probably dancing with another 
girl, maybe with Jane Sandler. The lights 
would be bright, the music from the band 
loud, the laughter light and gay— 

Jake had stopped the car. He reached 
for me without a word. I begged, knowing 
the futility of my words, begging anyway, 
so afraid I couldn’t breathe, so stunned at 
what he meant to do I couldn’t cry. 

Jake’s strong, practiced hands started 
to caress my body roughly. My dress 
tore. I struggled. I fought. He kept on, 
and on. This was the real thing, not like the 
brush of Chuck’s lips against mine—dear, 
sweet Chuck—but hard and cruel and de- 
grading. 

At the last moment I gave up. I couldn’t 
fight any longer; it was a losing battle. 
Then the tears came—little-girl tears— 
because I was helpless and I knew it. 

“Please—don’t—” I blubbered. 

Jake stiffened. “Don’t what?” he hissed. 
“Rape you?” He let me go so suddenly I 
was thrown back against the door. All I 
could see was the dark oval of his face 
but I heard his words—every one. “You’re 
not worth it. You’re as phony as a three 
dollar bill.” 

I cowered in my corner while his shak- 
ing fingers lit a cigarette. I sensed his 
inward struggle and kept silent, afraid of 
breaking it. 

“You’re just a kid with a big hunk of 
body,” he said harshly. “But what do you 
think I’m made of? Hell, you jiggle when 
you walk; you’re so darn chunky. You 
throw that body of yours around; give me 
the old come on.” 

“I didn’t mean—” I began shakily, for I 
was seeing myself suddenly through Jake’s 
eyes—my insinuating eyes, my mouth 
curled into a smile, my whole body smiling 
at him, inviting him— 

“You don’t know anything about me, 
kid.” Jake’s voice was flat now as he 
slumped behind the wheel. “I haven’t had 
a home since I was twelve. I’ve hopped 
freights—don’t remember what it’s like to 
sleep between sheets—been in jail for va- 
grancy. Know what that is?” 

I shook my head in horror. 

“Being a bum. This was the first time I 
tried to settle down to a job. Then you 
started wiggling in front of me.” 

“Oh, Jake, I’m sorry,” I cried. Now 
my tears weren’t just for myself. They 
were for this poor, miserable man. 
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“Skip it,” he said and started up the car. 
“T’ll take you home.” 

We didn’t speak on the way back to 
town but I could still hear his words, words 
that painted a picture of me. A picture of 
me playing up to an older man, not satis- 
fied with Chuck as he was, bored with 
algebra lessons and motorcycle races. And 
yet now, cold, frightened and completely 
shaken, my old life was the only thing I 
yearned for, the very things I’d tried to 
change, held new meaning for me. 

Change. That was it. I'd tried to change 
myself, be something I wasn’t, fit into Suz- 
anne’s pattern. I’d wanted Chuck to be 
different too, to ask me out, to declare his 
feelings for me. But he wasn’t ready. He’d 
said so in so many ways, in a word or a 
look or a gesture. And yet I’d always wor- 
shipped Chuck because he was different. 
Why had I fought it? 

Because I’d been in a rush like Daddy 
had said. I felt grown up and I wanted 
Chuck to be grown up too. I wanted my 
world to be Suzanne’s world; Chuck to be 
Suzanne’s Marvin. And in my mad race 
I'd done such an injustice to Jake—this 
lonely, hunted man beside me—who’d tried 
to go straight after so many years. 

A POLICEMAN PICKED us up on the 

outskirts of town. He followed us to 
the police station. The first thing I saw 
was the big clock over the sergeant’s desk. 
It said quarter after one. Then my eyes 
found Mother and Daddy and—yes, it was 
Chuck. Shakily I drew my coat over my 
torn dress. What could I say to them? 
What would they do? 

The policeman had Jake by the arm and 
was handling him roughly. “Book him on 
kidnapping, possible rape,” he said to the 
sergeant. 

“Look,” Jake started to argue, “I was 
bringing her back.” 

“Keep quiet, you,” the sergeant barked. 

Mother drew me into her arms. “My 
baby,” she sobbed, kissing my hair. Daddy 
was looking at Jake as if he wanted to 
kill him. Then I knew how they all blamed 
him, how they all were set on punishing 
him. Nobody had asked me what had hap- 
pened. They just took the worse for 
granted. 

“You’ve got it all wrong,” I cried out 
shakily. “I just went for a drive with him. 
That’s all.” 

Jake wheeled around and _ started to 
speak. But I sent him a silent message 
with my eyes: “You gave me a break; now 
I'll give you one.” I knew that with his 
past record tonight would go very badly 
for him, and it was my fault it’d happened 
in the first place. 

The Sergeant stood up. “Look, miss, this 
is very important. Did you go of your own 
free will?” 

“Of my own free will,” I repeated firmly, 
“and I wasn’t hurt in any way.” The words 
came hard because I knew that while I was 
freeing Jake I was losing Chuck. I hadn’t 


once looked at him. After this I'd ney 
be able to. 

“You weren’t attacked?” the Serge 
asked. eyeing my torn dress. 

“Tell the truth, for God’s sake,” Dada 
pleaded. “He can’t hurt you any mor’ 

“I'm telling the truth,” I said. “I tm 
my dress helping Jake change a tire. Thay; 
why we got back to town so late.” 

The Sergeant sighed and sat down, Th 
other one released Jake who stood in froy 
of me, an unspoken “thank you”’ in }j 
dark eyes. 

“Just a moment,” Daddy said. “I way 
this guy out of town by morning. He jgy} 
fit to drive our youngsters to school.” 

The Sergeant nodded and Jake walkej 
out of the station without a backwari 
glance. Maybe you think I'd saved hin, 
But had I? I knew I was sending him ba; 
out into the lonely world of tramps, to rid 
the rails, to cook in tin cans, to sleep jy 
flop houses for seventy-five cents a night, 
I’'d only saved him from jail. But if j 
hadn’t been for me he might have stuc 
to his bus driving job, settled down an/ 
become a worth while citizen. I’d just de 
livered him back to Skid Row. 

“You sure you're all right, Kathy” 
Daddy was asking me. “He didn’t touc 
you?” 

I said no and he and mother went upto 
the Sergeant’s desk to talk to him. That 
left Chuck and me alone. 

“Why did you do it, Kathy?” 

I forced myself to face Chuck. His eyes 
were hurt and angry, not little-boy eyes 


now, but eyes like Daddy’s. “Why’d yo 


go off with a guy like that?” 

What can I tell him? I wondered with: 
sickening lurch. What can I say? I de 
cided to tell the truth. 

“T was just practicing with him,” | 
blurted out. How stupid it all sounded 
now! “I wanted you to ask me to the prom. 
So I tried to ask you instead but—” 

“How stupid can you get?” Chuck de 
manded. “You know I’d dance almost ev 
ery dance with you.” 

I drew in my breath. That was true. 
Once at the prom Chuck would hav 
claimed me as his girl even if he didn’ 
actually take me there. That was his wa’ 
but I'd tried to change that too. “I thought 
you’d like me better if I was—well, like 
Jane Sandler.” I murmured miserably. 

“You’re not Jane Sandler,” Chueh 
snapped. “I liked you because you wert 
different; you weren’t all giggly and fa: 
and you liked my cycle and—” 

“But you took Jane to Ptomaine Tom's’ 
I cried. 

“Sure but only because she asked me 
and I couldn’t get out of it. A guy does! 
like to be asked; he wants to do the ask 
ing.” 

I closed my eyes in shame. T knew al 
this now; Chuck had always known it 
He’d known that Jane and Suzanne’s wai 
wasn’t ours. They were different, yes, be 
cause everyone was different. The wor 
possible thing to do was to try to change 
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Ugly Duckling 


(Continued from Page 37) 


out of school I was a good bookkeeper and 
had little trouble in finding an excellent 
position with Pyramid. It was a small 
company handling mainly the rentals from 
privately-owned apartment buildings. By 
the time I’d been with them for five years 
the company had grown into a sizeable 
concern that also bought and sold houses 
and operated a savings and loan associa- 
tion too. 

My job handling the finances was quite 
a responsibility and I was well paid for my 
services. I had a car, a nice apartment, 
and I dressed well. But I had no real 
friends. My whole life was the company 
and I couldn’t have taken more interest in 
its operation if I’d been the president. 

After years of dreaming of love and 
affection, the thrilling, exciting story-book 
kind, I found a way to fill the void in my 
empty life. There was nothing personal in 
my relationship with Ben Mattson, the 
head of the company. As I was given in- 
creased responsibility and more important 
positions, I spent more and more time with 
Ben Mattson. Ben was one of those men 
whose lives are wrapped up in their work. 
He was a self-made man who had built a 
good business by hard work, study and 
determination. 

“People call me lucky, Selma, but luck 
had nothing to do with it,” he used to say 
to me. “I sweated for what I have. Night 
school when my friends were out having a 
good time, working every day, Sunday 
too.” 

“But you’re a success now, Ben,” I’d 
remind him, “and where are those friends 
of yours?” 

He would nod and thoughtfully gaze out 
the window at his shiny Cadillac parked 
outside. “Still, I can’t help wondering 
sometimes if they aren’t better off than I 
am anyway. The things I’ve missed out on 
can’t be bought at Marshall Field’s, Selma. 
If only I were a younger man.. .” 

His voice would trail off and I’d quietly 
leave his office and go back to my desk. I’d 
known Ben long enough to know what was 
bothering him. He was lonely, and that 
was something I knew about from A to Z. 
Ben was always asking the men who 
worked for him about their families and I 
happened to know he was genuinely inter- 
ested. There was always a trace of envy in 
his voice as he asked for details on one 
salesman’s domestic life or another’s cur- 
rent romance. 

\ctually, there was no need for Ben 
Mattson to be envious of any man. Not 
that he was the romantic type, because he 
wasn’t. Ben was short and stocky, almost 
to the point of being dumpy. His hairline 
was receding and his eye glasses gave him 
sort of an owlish appearance. 
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But no one knew better than I that a 
man’s physical appearance is infinitely less 
important than a woman’s. Ben could 
afford to dress well, and he did. He had a 
kind, friendly face, a nice sense of humor, 
and his intelligence was proved by his 
success in business. In fact, people often 
wondered why Ben had never married. I 
assumed it was because he was so wrapped 
up in his business. It never for once oc- 
curred to me that he suffered from the 
same fears and doubts that were making 
my life so empty and drab and turning me 
from a bachelor girl into an old maid. 


I SUPPOSE it had to happen sooner or 
later. Both Ben and I reached out in our 
loneliness—and found each other. But I 
don’t think either one of us believed we 
had found what, in our secret hearts, we 
longed for. I know I didn’t. It was just 
that I felt it was time to settle for what I 
could get, and that was Ben. 

We didn’t plan it. It just happened. We 
were in Detroit, where Ben had gone to be 
a speaker at a conference of real estate 
men. I had two week’s vacation coming up 
and he suggested that I drive up with him. 
“T hate driving by myself, even for such a 
short distance,” he laughed. “Maybe it 
won’t be much like a vacation, travelling 
with your boss, but I promise not to talk 
business.” 

So I went along for the ride, and those 
long stretches when it appeared I was doz- 
ing I was actually letting myself dream. I 
closed my eyes and let myself be lulled by 
the hum of the motor and whirr of the tires 
as we sped along, and I pretended that I 
was on my way to a honeymoon cottage. 
Ben was my tall, handsome husband, and I 
was a beautiful bride. 

It wasn’t often that I indulged in such 
fantasies. But I did have my dreams, the 
same as any other girl. The difference was, 
my dreams usually turned into those awful 
nightmares in which the beauty I gained 
miraculously vanished in a puff of smoke. 
Those nightmares I had may have been an 
omen, a warning I should have heeded. 

When we got to Detroit I helped Ben 
get his speech ready and went with him to 
the dinner that was held after the con- 
ference. When Ben called for me that 
evening at my hotel room down the hall 
from his, he stared at me in astonishment. 
I was wearing a new gown and had spent 
more than an hour fixing my hair and 
makeup. The result, as usual, was dis- 
appointing to me, but Ben was delighted. 

I was puzzled until I realized that this 
was the first time he had ever seen me 
dressed up. “Will I do?” I asked, turning 
around slowly so he could see. 

“Selma, you’re—I don’t know what to 





say.” he said excitedly. “Why, you'r 
beautiful!” 

I suppose I am, to you, I thought bitte. 
ly. If only others thought so! But aloud| 
said lightly, “What kind of drinks did they 
serve at the conference?” 

“Haven’t touched a drop,” he said, tak. 
ing my arm. “I was too busy with tha 
speech you helped me write.” 

“How did it go?” I asked as we waited 
for the elevator. 

“Terrific! They loved it, Selma. I fee 
so good right now I could—” Impulsively, 
he threw his arms around me and kiss 
me. Unexpected though it was, his kiss 
did not make my heart pound or set m 
aglow the way I’d heard other girls talk 
about. It was a nice, friendly gesture that 
was interrupted when the elevator doors 
slid open. Ben drew back quickly, but he 
didn’t apologize. “Come on,” he said, 
“we're going to celebrate!” 

Ben did enough celebrating for the two 
of us. He called some friends over to our 
table and was a busy host as he told funny 
stories, flirted with the women and kept 
refilling glasses. I had never seen him so 
relaxed and gay before, not at all the quiet, 
almost shy middle-aged business man. | 
was content to sit back and watch Ben. 

When you came right down to it, I re. 
flected, he was a fine man. He wasn’t tall 
and handsome and dashing. but he was 
steady and dependable and had a comfort. 
ing way of making a person feel at ease. 
He'll make some woman a wonderful hus. 
band, I thought. 

Once my mind was travelling in that 
direction I naturally asked myself why 
that woman should not be me. For the life 
of me I couldn’t think of a good reason 
why not. Yet, there I was acting as if I 
were beseiged with offers from eligible 
bachelors and assuming that Ben’s brief 
kiss was more than it was meant to be. As 
fantastic as it was—even to me—I was 
waiting for kisses that would thrill me, set 
me afire and make me feel beautiful. 

Yet. when Ben and I were alone in his 
room later that evening, I willingly went 
into his arms. The drinks had not made 
him drunk, but they had given him a bold- 
ness that turned him into a surprisingly 
ardent lover. I don’t pretend that his en- 
braces overwhelmed me; I was very fond 
of Ben and it made him seem so happy— 
and it helped ease my loneliness. 

But I didn’t kid myself that this was it, 
the big romance all women dream about 
and which in my case was most likely 
never to come true. 


THE NEXT DAY Ben wanted to rush 

right out and get married. “I don't 
know how to say it. I haven’t had any 
practice at this sort of thing, Selma. but— 
well, it’s the way I feel about you. I like 
you and I think you’re—” 

“Don’t try to tell me I’m beautiful, Ben,” 
I said with a bitter laugh. “We both know 
better.” 
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“But you are beautiful!” he insisted, 
taking me into his arms. 

| pulled away. “What happened was be- 
cause we're two lonely people. Maybe 
gameday we'll both find what we’re looking 


” 


for. 
He turned away, a hurt expression on 


his face. “Meanwhile, you don’t want to 
be tied down. Is that it?” 

I did not want to lie to him and I could 
not add to his obvious disappointment by 
putting into words my real reasons. So I 
aid nothing, and Ben left me alone with 
my thoughts. I left for the resort where I 
yas to spend my vacation and Ben went 
back home. 

[ thought of him often during those two 
weeks I was away and had just made up 
my mind to marry him when I returned. 
There were plenty of women who’d jump 
at the chance to marry Ben Mattson, I 
knew, and I kept telling myself it was 
stupid of me to hesitate. 

But when I got back to the office and 
saw the new salesman who had been hired 
during my absence, I knew then why I had 
waited. Larry Howard was everything that 
Ben Mattson was not. He was tall and so 
goodlooking it took your breath away. He 
was a sharp dresser and bubbled with so 
much charm that he not only had all the 
girls in the office swooning over him but 
he became our most successful salesman. 

Just looking at him was enough to tell 
me that here at last was the one man who 
could bring love and romance into my drab 
existence. But I was all too aware of my 
slim chances of attracting such a man. 
Ben was very attentive and tried several 
times to take up where we had left off in 
Detroit. But I was too busy dreaming 
about Larry, trying to think of a way to 
get to know him better. 

I got that chance one day when I was 
going over the books and noticed a slight 
discrepancy in Larry’s account. I left 
word out front that I wanted to see him. 
It was almost closing time when he came 
back to the office. “I’m sorry, Miss Hack- 
ett,” he said, smiling, “but I was out with 
a client. I think I made a sale.” 

“That’s fine.” I said, reminding myself 

to be very business-like. “I’ve been check- 
ing your account. Mr. Howard, and—” 
; He reached out and touched my hand. 
‘Call me Larry,” he said. The contact 
and the intimate tone of his voice made me 
blush furiously. 

“There’s a shortage here in your ac- 
count—Larry,” I went on. “I’m sure there 
must be some mistake.” I waited for him 
to say something, but he sat there smiling 
easily and gazing at me as if I were the 
Most attractive girl in the world, “What I 
mean is,” I faltered, “you must have some 
explanation for this.” 

He nodded. “That’s right. I have. 
Only—” He flashed his smile again. “It’s 
a long story, and my throat gets parched 
when I do a lot of talking. How about dis- 
cussing this over a drink?” 


“Well—as long as we get this straight- 
ened out—” 

It was perfect. I couldn’t have planned 
it any better. I felt like I was walking on 
Cloud Nine when Larry ushered me into a 
bar not far away. He guided me to a 
booth in the rear, but I took it as a sign 
that he felt it would be more cozy. It 
never occurred to me that Larry had a 
motive in mind. 


DIDN’T need drinks to get intoxicated 

that night. Being there with Larry and 
having him show such a personal interest 
in me was enough to make my head spin. 
Finally, I forced myself to bring up the 
reason for our little conference. “About 
your account—maybe you forgot to put 
down the rent collections from the Allen 
building,” I suggested. 

It was as if he hadn’t heard a word. 
“Larry—?” He started. “I’m sorry. What 
were you saying?” Again that dazzling 
smile. “Did anyone ever tell you about 
your eyes, Selma?” he asked. 

Of course, no one ever had—not the way 
Larry proceeded to build up my ego. I 
completely forgot what I’d been saying 
and sat there drinking in all the things 
a girl wants to hear from a man. He was 
telling me things that were the exact 
opposite of what I knew to be the truth 
about myself, yet I listened spellbound. I 
believed every word. 

It was long after Larry took me home 
that night that I remembered—he hadn’t 
said a word about his unbalanced account. 
I was sure it was just an oversight. I let 
myself believe that he’d been so fascinated 
by me that he had completely forgotten. 
So the next day, just before Ben went over 
the books, I altered the entries so Larry’s 
account appeared to balance. He was out 
of the office and I still didn’t know how he 
would explain it but I was sure it was all 
right. 

Later, when I called Larry into my office 
and told him what I’d done he grabbed me 
and kissed me. “You’re a doll!” he said, 
letting out a sigh of relief. “All day I’ve 
been wondering how I could make up that 
dough.” 

“Just make sure you do make it up and 
don’t let it happen again,” I cautioned, 
feeling all quivery inside. 

He winked at me and held up his hand. 
*“Scout’s honor.” he grinned. “You saved 
my neck, so Ill have to show my apprecia- 
tion—” 

This time his kiss drove all thoughts of 
anything else from my mind. This was it. 
The thrill, the glow I thought I would 
never know, spread through me like the 
sun breaking through the clouds. And in 
that instant I was trapped. I knew I was 
his slave. And he knew it too. 

Larry’s account got worse, always run- 
ning fifty or sixty dollars behind. Some- 
times he would come up with the money to 
cover the shortages, but usually I doctored 
the books to hide them. I kept telling my- 
self that eventually Larry would get caught 
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Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 


natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now. It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it with full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
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up and stay that way. But I was only 
kidding myself. He lived too high, liked 
too many expensive things. 

At first, he explained that he was invest- 
ing the money in a business deal with a 
friend, then he gave different reasons, any 
one of which would have been implausible 
to someone not blinded by his charm and 
deceived by his persuasive talk. Finally, 
he made no effort to excuse himself. When 
the shortages grew larger, I replaced the 
money from my own savings. 

It was the same as buying his attentions, 
but I kidded myself that I did it because 
of what we meant to each other. When 
Larry held me in his arms, nothing else 
mattered. Not even the way we slipped 
around to second-rate cafes and out-of-the- 
way bars. Larry was just being careful, I 
told myself, he was protecting my reputa- 
tion. 

But you can’t close your eyes to the 
facts forever. When I was honest with my- 
self I knew that Larry was ashamed to be 
seen in public with me and I knew, too, 
that he had other girls on the string. But 
by that time he had become a habit with 
me. I refused to give him up. Worse than 
that. I came to depend on being with him 
in order to feel important. It got so that I 
seemed to be nothing unless I was being 
embraced by the man who was so hand- 
some. 

Oh. it wasn’t a question of love, although 
[ liked to pretend to myself it was. The 
need that bound us together was un- 
healthy—Larry’s insatiable need for money, 
my deep longing for companionship. I had 
to get it the only way I knew how. When 
Larry showed signs of becoming bored 
with our arrangement, I would remind him 
of the money. I used my power over him 
ruthlessly. 


NE DAY in the office, I switched on 

the intercom to speak to one of the 
secretaries. For some reason, I hesitated 
a moment before I spoke. I heard Larry’s 
persuasive tones, “. . . I don’t see why not, 
baby?” he was saying. 

“Because I don’t fool around with pri- 
vate property,” the girl said emphatically. 
“Everybody around here knows what the 
score is.” 

Larry laughed unpleasantly. “Don’t 
worry about that old bag. I can handle 
her.” 

“Get lost! I’m not about to get fired 
over a conceited—” 

[ snapped off the switch and sat there 
fuming. My first impulse was to fire them 
both. I knew Ben would take my word for 
making any such move. But when I 
calmed down, I began to enjoy the situa- 
tion. My hold over Larry was so strong 
that not even that beautiful, young secre- 
tary could touch him! 

I decided to throw my weight around. 
The next time I saw Larry alone I told 
him, “I want you to take me to the Cham- 
ber of Commerce ball next week,” I said. 
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He looked startled. “But, darling—!” 

“I'll buy a new gown,” I cut in, “and 
when we walk in every woman there will 
turn green with envy.” 

He tried to talk me out of it, but I re- 
fused to budge. “I’ve had enough of this 
back-door stuff, Larry.” I told him bluntly. 
“From now on. we walk in the front door 
together—or else!” 

I could hardly wait for the night of the 
ball. But finally the date arrived and I 
got all dressed up and sat down to wait for 
Larry. I waited—and waited. Half an 
hour dragged into an hour before it 
dawned on me—Larry had ignored my 
threat and went to the ball with someone 
else. thinking I’d sensibly stay at home. If 
I raised cain later, he could smooth it over. 

But few women can act rationally where 
a man is concerned. It was more than 
anger at being stood up that made me go 
storming down to the Bluebird Ballroom. 
I couldn’t let Larry get away with flaunt- 
ing my commands. I’d show him and who- 
ever he dated that Selma Mattson not only 
had a man but could hold him! 

I suppose if I had stopped to think I 
might never have created the embarrassing 
scene I did. I don’t know about that. I 
was in no mood for calm discussion when I 
walked up to the table where Larry sat 
with some friends and the little secretary 
he’d been making passes at. 

I tapped him on the shoulder. He almost 
fell out of his chair in surprise. “I don’t 
like being stood up. darling.” I said omi- 
nously. I turned to the girl he was with. 
“And as for you, you might as well run 
along now. I'll take it from here. And 
don’t bother to come to work Monday, my 
dear!” 

Larry stood up and took my elbow. 
“People are staring, Selma. For God’s 
sake, be reasonable!” 

“Is it unreasonable to want to be with 
your man?” | shouted triumphantly. 

“You must be drunk!” He signalled the 
doorman. The two of them 
me out the door, with me fighting and yell- 
ing every step of the way. Oh, I gave the 
Chamber of Commerce plenty to talk about 
that night! 

As if that wasn’t enough humiliation for 
one evening. I stood at the door shouting at 
Larry like a common woman of the 
streets. “You'll be in jail this time tomor- 
row!” T raved. “You can’t do this to me 
and get away with it. You'll see!” 

Larry cursed and went back into the 
ballroom. The doorman barred my way 
and I stood there crying like a baby. I had 
just been making idle threats when I men- 
tioned jail, but it suddenly occurred to me 
that I still had the trump card. It never 
struck me that I was lucky to be rid of 
such a parasite or that exposing him meant 
exposing my part in the cheating at the 
firm. All I cared about was making Larry 
feel as badly as I felt at that moment. 

I know now that people like him have 
no feelings. But then all I could think of 


half-carried 


was revenge. I jumped into a cab an 
went to Ben’s house, where he lived with 
his widowed mother. I’d never been ther 
before and it was almost midnight. but | 
didn’t think about that. When Ben a, 
swered the door I rushed in, talking so fag 
the words came out in a torrent. 

I told him all about Larry and me anj 
how we had been fixing the books to hid 
the money shortages. “I guessed what wa 
going on.” Ben said gravely when I finally 
ran out of breath, “but if it was what you 
wanted—” He shrugged his shoulders, 

“What about the police?” I demanded 
impatiently. “Aren’t you going to call 
them and have them pick up Larry?” 

Ben shook his head sadly. “You can} 
hurt people like Larry. Selma,” he said 
“Anything you do to them just bounces 
off. You wind up hurting yourself mor 
than them. If I turned him over to the 
police, you’d get into trouble too. And] 
couldn’t do that.” 

I sat there for a moment before his 
words registered. And suddenly in the 
quiet of the study and seeing Ben’s kindly 
face. I realized what a prize fool I’d made 
of myself. Nothing, not even Larry’: 
empty words, was worth the misery anj 
heartache and humiliation I brought o 
myself. 

And I saw for the first time how my 
selfishness had hurt Ben. Despite all I'd 
done he was more concerned with not hutt- 
ing me than I’d been about hurting myself, 
I couldn’t find words to speak. 

Just then. there was a tap on the door 
and an elder woman carrying a cane walk. 
ed in. She stood uncertainly in the door. 
way for a moment. “Do you have a visitor, 
Ben?” she asked. 

“Yes. Mother. it’s Miss Hackett,” he 
said. leading her to a chair. 

“Oh. Selma.” she said pleasantly. “Ben's 
told me so much about you. Come here. 
child.” 

Slowly. I went over to her and she 
reached out and touched my face with her 
slender fingers. “My old eyes have jus 
about given out.” she said. “but I can see 
enough to know that Ben was right about 
you. You are beautiful.” 

I whirled around to face Ben. I didn't 
have to ask. I could see it in his eyes. He 
did think I was beautiful! And T learned 
then what even Larry’s flattery had not 
convinced me of—that beauty is indeed in 
the eye of the beholder. I had been paying 
a terrible price just to hear Larry say 
words T wanted to hear—words that were 
empty. hollow. because he didn’t believe 
them. And all the time. all I had to do was 
look into Ben’s eyes and read what | 
wanted to know. That I was beautiful be 
cause he thought I was. 

This time I really cried. Ben comforted 
me, his arms holding me close. “Don't 
cry,” he soothed. “Everything’s all right 
now.” 

And somehow, I knew that everything 
was all right. 

THE END 
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walked home from school with me. Some- 
how. I didn’t want to talk about the prom. 

“Have you definitely decided on engi- 
neering school this fall, Jimmy?” I asked, 
although I knew he had. 

“Sure have,” he answered. “It’s going 
to be tough, but that’s what I want to do. 
Sure wish you could come along to help 
me with the math.” He grinned. 

“I’m afraid it’s work for me, for awhile,” 
I said. “Then, maybe I can take a business 
course here in tewn.” 

“Just don’t get so much business in that 
pretty head of yours, that you forget to 
wait for me,” he said, smiling, but with his 
eyes serious. 

Oh, Jimmy, 1 thought, how could I ever 
forget you? It’s the other way around. 
Please don’t forget me. I mustn’t let you 
forget me. 

We were in front of my house, then. 

“I'll pick you up at nine-thirty this eve- 
ning.” he said. 

“Okay, Jimmy,” I answered, and he was 
gone. 

Everyone seemed so happy and light- 
hearted—mother, and Jimmy, too. Me, I 
felt like I carried the world on my shoul- 
ders. In my room, I pulled the box out 
from the bottom of my closet, and lifted 
the dress out to look at it. It was still the 
prettiest dress in the world, but I felt sad, 
for some reason or other, just looking at it. 

Carefully, I took it downstairs to press. 
Mother would probably be calling me in a 
little while, to tell me to meet her down- 
town. Well, I’d say I thought the dress 
Miss Lee gave me was all right, and that 
she wouldn’t need to spend the money on 
me. 

Just then. the telephone rang. Goodness, 
she was early, I thought. 

“Cinda, dear,” Mother said, when I an- 
swered, “it seems that I won’t get the 
bonus after all.” 

Her voice was very low, and sounded a 
little strange. 

“Oh, Mother, that’s too bad,” I said. 

“T’ll tell you about it as soon as I get 
home,” she said. “I’m leaving right now.” 

There was almost a sob in her voice, and 
I quickly said, “Is there something wrong, 
Mother?” 

“I—T’ll tell you all about it,” she said. 

She sounded utterly beaten. What could 
have happened? They had no right to 
practically promise her something, and 
then back down. 

I stood there with the telephone in my 
hand, not realizing I hadn’t hung it up, 
until the operator’s persistent little noises 
reminded me. Replacing the receiver, I 
walked slowly back to the kitchen. A ter- 
rible fear was beginning to nag at the back 
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of my mind, but I brushed it aside. Me- 
chanically, I began pressing the lovely, 
wide skirt of of my white dress. I had 
thought this would be one chore I would 
enjoy, but I had had to lie and sneak about 
it so much, all the pleasure was gone. 


WAS ONLY half around the skirt when 

I heard someone at the front door. I 
was sure it wasn’t Buddy, because he al- 
ways stayed at the Millers next door, until 
dinner time, and most of the time ate din- 
ner there with Jackie, who was his same 
age. 

A voice called, “Cinda, where are you?” 

It was Mother, already! She must have 
flown. I put the iron down, and went into 
the living room. 

“Gee, you’re real early,” I started to 
speak, then, when I saw her face, “Mother! 
What’s the matter?” 

Her face was all crumpled looking, like 
she’d been crying, and she sat down wear- 
ily on the sofa. 

“T don’t know how to begin to tell you,” 
she said. “Last night, just before I left 
the Turners’, I found an envelope full of 
money on the floor in front of Mr. Turner’s 
wall safe. I gave it to Mrs. Turner, and 
didn’t think any more about it. Well, this 
morning, they told me that some money 
was missing from the envelope—fifty dol- 
lars—and did I know anything about it. 
He was quite certain, because he had 
checked the amount. Since I found it, and 
since I was the only one there, they—they 
thought I took it.” 

Slowly, as she talked, horror seeped into 
my brain as I realized fully what I had 
done. 

“Oh, Mother, no!” I almost screamed, 
now more upset than she was. 

“They didn’t exactly accuse me,” she 
said, dully. “It was even worse, the way 
they acted. They just said the money was 
gone, and there had been carelessness on 
the part of ‘someone.’ And they didn’t 
give me the bonus money. It was as if they 
were saying, well, you’ve been paid al- 
ready.” 

I tried to find words of comfort, but I 
didn’t have any. What could I say? Would 
it be better for her to know that I did it? 
Or would it only add to her pain? She 
hardly seemed to realize I was there, any- 
way. 

“T told them over and over again that I 
gave them the envelope just like I found 
it,” she said. “They just smiled, and 
looked at me pityingly as if they didn’t 
really believe me. Oh, it was awful! Why, 
they might even let me go.” 

Then, I knew I had to tell her, for what- 
ever good it would do. 


“Mother,” I said, “there’s something 
must—” 


“Cinda,” she cut me off, “do you sm" 


something like—like plastic burning?” 

We both jumped up. “Burning? 
dress!” I ran toward the kitchen. Moths 
was right behind me. One quick look 
all I needed—almost the entire skirt of ty 
dress was a mass of slowly creeping, lic, 
ing flames. 

I started screaming and screaming, ay) 
couldn’t stop. I couldn’t even move frm 
the spot I was standing. Mother rush 
forward, throwing towels on the burniy 
dress to smother the flames, and filling 
pans with water. She was calmly givin 


instructions, and I guess I finally must hay} 
helped in some way, but when I saw th 





dress burning. everything seemed so hop 
less, and I realized all this suffering ya 
for nothing. 

“Oh, what a terrible shame.” Moth, 
said, after she’d got everything under om, 
trol, and we stood looking at what wa 
left of the dress—a partially scorched bot 
ice and a few shreds of the skirt. “Yq 


must have had the iron too hot. and yu) 


probably set it down too close to this trip. 
ming. Too bad, after Miss Lee was nix 
enough to let you have it.” 

I just stood there, numbly. I could} 
even cry. Mother was looking at somethin 
on what remained of the dress. 

“Cinda,” she said, looking at me strang. 
ly. “this dress still has a price tag onit 
and this label—Miss Annette’s—this dres 
looks like the one I saw in her window las 
Saturday. Cinda, where did you get thi 
dress?” 

“T]—I—” I stammered, then I burst int 
tears, and it all came pouring out, from th 
beginning when I saw the envelope on th 
floor, and then all the misery and lies o/ 
the past two days. “Oh, Mother. I’m » 
sorry. I wanted to tell you. but I didn‘ 
know how, and I was so afraid. I don' 
know what made me do it. I guess! 


thought they wouldn’t miss the money. Anif 


now, they’re blaming you. Oh, Mother 
what will we do?” 

Mother seemed to age while I was talk 
ing. Finally, she said, “Cinda, how couli 
you do such a thing? I thought somethin: 
was wrong. For the past day or so, you't 
acted so strangely. Cinda, how on earl 
could you do it?” 

She sat down at the kitchen table, he 
head in her hands. 

“Cinda,” she said, her voice very lov, 
“T’ve tried to teach you all your life, wha 
is right and what is wrong. It looks likt 
I’ve failed.” 

“Please forgive me, Mother,” I begged. 
“T’ll go and tell the Turners, and ask them 
if I can’t work and pay it back.” 

“No, no,” Mother said, lifting her head 
“they think I took it, and they were goilf 
to give me a bonus anyway. I don’t think 
it would help any, to tell them you did it 
They’ve already judged me, anyway, aul 
I’m partially to blame.” 
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Everybody Was Against Us 


(Continued from Page 17) 


job. Mom started right in where she let 
off, same key. 

“Oh, shut up!” Pop finally said. He'd 
been drinking again and I guess the 
screaming hurt his head. “Kid wants to go 
with a darky, raise a bunch of half-breeds, 
let her go.” 

“That’s all very well for you to say—she 
ain’t no kin of yours. You’d sing a differ- 
ent tune if it was Joyce.” 

“T sure would.” he said. “Joyce’s too 
young to go with anyone, white or black.” 

Mom gave up on him and sort of let up 
on me, more to keep him quiet than any- 
thing else. I ate in a hurry and got out. 

I could tell there’d been some talk at 
the Hall, and the other girls were real 
snippy. I ignored them. I needed the 
money and I wasn’t going to chicken out 
just because they didn’t speak. 

Mrs. Maynard, the woman who got me 
the job, mentioned it. “I’m sure there’s 
nothing to it, Patti,” she said, looking at 
the wall. “But I don’t think it would be 
wise to get yourself talked about. We have 
to put up with the colored people and have 
to have them in the schools, but we can’t 
get too friendly with them.” 

“Some of them are a lot nicer than some 
of the white ones,” I told her, looking at 
the backs of the other two girls across the 
room. 

She didn’t say any more. She was just 
like everyone else in town. They all felt 
better than the colored people because they 
were white. They put the kids in school 
with us and patted themselves on the backs 
for being broad-minded and told us to 
make them welcome and then expected us 
to treat them like people from another 
planet. 

Maybe none of the other boys and girls 
went out with the colored kids openly but 
I knew there was plenty of secret dating, 
particularly among the ones who set the 
rules for the school sets and belonged to 
the more exclusive sororities. We'd all 
heard how you couldn’t get into one of the 
social sororities unless you had had a heavy 
date with some colored boy. 

Lee had treated me real nice. I figured 
he would on a date, too. The few dates I’d 
had had been wrestling matches with the 
boys trying to smooch around and even in 
class you had to watch a boy’s hands if you 
sat in the back of the room. Up in the 
baleony during assemblies it just wasn’t 
safe to sit near the boys out of range of 
the teachers’ eyes. 

I was sure Lee wouldn’t be like that and 
maybe Bob wouldn’t be, either. Maybe it 
was supposed to be all right, long as you 
stuck to your own color, but I didn’t like 
it. I’d learned all about sex sleeping three 
in a bed with Mom and Pop in the next 


66 


room and the walls thin as paper, and I 
sure wasn’t interested in any first-hand 
experiences along that line. 

Time I left the Hall that night I was real 
mad; mad at Mom and all the rest like 
her—running Lee down because of his 
color and Mom calling me all the vile 
names she knew. She didn’t really care 
about me and maybe the big reason for her 
beef was she didn’t want anyone to like 
me, no matter what color. 

I’d show them all. Lee and I had been 
friends, more interested in football than 
anything else but now I’d go with him 
openly and they could all just look the 
other way if they didn’t like it. 


Lor OF THEM did look the other way 
when I let Lee take me skating on 
Sunday night. Mom had raved all day but 
I let her go. I held my head high when 
the ticket seller sort of fidgeted around be- 
fore he sold Lee the tickets. Some of the 
couples looked the other way and some 
stared. I just ignored them and so did Lee. 
We walked home and Lee told me he 
wanted to be a dentist when he got out of 
school. “I want to leave here. Maybe go 
to Chicago or Cleveland or somewhere 
East,” he said. “Town like this—there’s 
no future here for folks like me.” 

“Nor for me,” I said. “I wish I were a 
boy. Then I could run away and get me a 
job.” 

“I’m glad you’re not a boy,” he grinned. 
“You’re much too pretty. You’re too im- 
patient though, Patti. Always rushing 
ahead to get things. You got to wait for 
some things.” 

“Some things I’ve been waiting for all 
my life and they’re no nearer than when I 
was six,” I told him. “It’s different with 
a boy.” 

“All the same, be glad you’re a girl. 
Three more years of high school and you 
can get a good job, if you take lots of 
typing and shorthand and stuff. My sister, 
now, she can take the same subjects but 
she can’t get any kind of job here in Clem- 
ens but housework or maybe waiting on 
tables or cooking. Even if she gets to be 
a nurse, like she wants, she couldn’t work 
in these hospitals here.” 

“Tt’s not fair!” I burst out. It wasn’t. 
Here was Lee with his Pop making more in 
a month than Pop did in six, when he 
worked, and he and his sister making good 
grades and ambitious. And what was there 
for them in Clemens? Nothing. 

I got into bed without waking anyone but 
Joyce and I had to roll her off my pillow. 
I went to sleep thinking about Lee and his 
sister and woke up to hear Mom screaming 
for me to get dressed and come out to the 
kitchen in a hurry. I was still groggy and 


when I stumbled out there was a stra 
woman sitting at the half-cleared table fut # 

“This here’s the police matron angi? 
called her out here to talk some sense jqui®. 4 
you or take you down to jail and send pdt 
to the reform school like you de ee, | 
Mom leered. it ma 

“Mrs. Broemmer, I have no authori Att 
take Patti to jail or send her to refi! lel! 
school.” the woman said. She sounded} 
she didn’t like Mom much and I soy 
cottoned to her. 

“You got to talk some sense in her, ¥ 
her see no decent white girl goes wih pi 
darky,” Mom screamed, forgetting ¢ in Cl 








wasn’t talking to me. M 
“Ts it true that you have been going yf ™ 
Lee Williams?” the woman asked. toh 


“I’ve walked home with him seyenp “0! 
times,” I told her. “I danced with him}; sand 
day night and last night I went skat 
with him. Is there any law says I can’ R' 

She shook her head. “No law. Here} 
Clemens, though, it isn’t done. I’m sj ™ 
there are plenty of nice white boys yg #2 
could go with, aren’t there?” 

I spread my hands wide, taking in ip 
dirty kitchen, the ring of scared and ding 
kids watching us. “Are there? Lee Wig 
liams is the first person who ever treate 
me like he was proud to know me. Asi 
I was not only as good as he is but better’ 

“Any white girl’s better’n a darky. Eye) 
you,” Mom yelled. : 

“Not the way the kids at school look x ot 
it.” I said. “I don’t have any girl friends 
How could I? All the boys at school trey So 
me like something they could handle ay 
way they want and then throw away. le 
isn’t like that.” _ 

“You’re very young, Patti,” the wom 
sounded sad. I liked her. She wasn’t & 
joying this any more than I was but it ws 
her job. “Why don’t you talk to some ¢ 
your teachers? Maybe they could help yu r 
get in some of the clubs and things. He 
you get to know some of the girls. The 
you’d meet more boys and find some ¢ 
them would treat you nice, too.” 

Bob might but that was all. “It woulda! 
work. The teachers make the girls talt 
someone in—they freeze them out bi 
good, once they get the chance.” 

She knew I was right. “Why don’t yu 
come down to the office tomorrow afte 
school and we'll talk it over?” she sup 
gested. 

I went and we talked and she was evel 
nicer than I’d thought. She didn’t try 
sell me on the idea my home was just like 
all the others. I got the feeling she wi 
really interested in me and not just ® 
another job to do. I didn’t change my mini 
about going with Lee, though. Not wil 
Mom yelling like she was. 

She screamed and carried on Friday 
when I was getting ready to go to the stt 
dent council dance. Lee and I had got 
skating on Wednesday and she’d found ot! 
about it. I didn’t tell her I was going ™ 
the dance with Lee but she knew. 

We danced and it was like dancing 0! 
stage. I had on my new dress and it we 
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ared table ust as pretty as any of the others and I 


rin't need Lee to tell me so. Bob said so, 


matron and 

Me sense pmo, during a dance we had together. He 
and send, wit say anything about me being with 
YOu deserypelee, but I knew he was watching us and 


i, made me uncomfortable. 
\fter intermission Bob wasn’t there and 


© authority : 
By felt better. No one else asked me to 


1er to Tefy Pi P 
> sounded jul dance but I enjoyed dancing every dance 
and | ond yith Lee and learning new steps. 


| laid awake a long time after I got 
home. I told myself Lee and I might fall 
in love and we'd be crusaders right here 
in Clemens. 

Mom kept on threatening me with re- 
form school and Pop kept still. He hated 


: in her, 
| goes with 
rgetting 


en going 


sked. to hear her scream but he’d rather she'd 
him seve do it at me than him and he was working 
with him fj and wasn’t home much. 

went skatin) iw a 

ays I can eld AFTER CHRISTMAS Mrs. 
law. Here Maynard told me they wouldn't need 
e. I’m guy me at the Hall any more. She didn’t look 


at me but she laid it right on the line. 
“You've been getting yourself talked 

about with this colored boy, Patti, and we 

can't have that. These women want some- 


ite boys yy 


aking in th 


ed and dj c : 
2? Lee Wap me above reproach to take care of their 
ad . ” 
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j yas a laugh. r >y were, 
Ww ome. Asi That was a laugh ere they were 


breaking the law, and they wanted someone 
above reproach to take care of their kids. 

I didn’t have much luck finding another 
job. Some of the places took my applica- 
tion and said they’d get in touch with me. 
Some of them wouldn’t even take it when 
they heard my name and a couple of places 
I just walked out before I finished the ap- 
plication because of the way the men 
looked at me. 


but better’ 
darky. Ever 
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. waste Lee had made the reserve basketball 
s but it we but he wasn’t good enough for the 
te esi squad. So he didn’t have to dress and sit 
Id help yu with the team during the final tournament. 


We sat together and he explained all the 
plays. 

It had started to snow when we came out 
of the gym but we decided to walk home. 
We'd have to wait a long time for a bus 
girls toh and by cutting over the hill and down the 
— railroad track we could beat it by fifteen 
. minutes, at least. 

Lee held my hand so T wouldn’t stumble 


ings. Hel 
zirls, Ther 
id some ¢ 
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be ‘4 in the dark and we walked fast down that 
” she ae well worn path to keep warm. We stopped 
to catch our breath when we got to the 
— tracks, standing back in a corner between 
tat a lumber shed and a high wooden fence. 
" just ie , We should have waited for the bus,” 
: hon loge You ll take cold.” 
t jon Pr as I m never sick. Getting 
> yale a “ve dn’t hurt me. We didn’t have 
Not wil ome lots of times. when Pop was 
out of work a long time. 

n Friday Pv Gorman, he ought to make All- 
» ae rican high team.” Lee said. Tom Gor- 
hed ae peg our star center. “Time he gets to 
sons eee —man, he’s got it made! 

. He'll get a scholarship, won’t he?” 
going " “A real good one.” 
oe i an was snowing harder and the wind was 

e as Ice as we walked on down the track, 
id it was 


close together to break the wind. 





We were turning on Woodrow from the 
tracks under a street light when a patrol 
car with two policemen in it pulled over 
beside us. 

“Your name Patti Gross?” One of the 
men grunted. “And Lee Williams?” 

We nodded, too scared to speak. 

“We got orders to pull you in wherever 
we find you.” He got out and held the 
back door open. He was sort of fat and 
just a little taller than I was and he leered 
at us in a way that made me sick. 

He sat between Lee and me all the way 
downtown and kept talking to the driver, 
not minding that he didn’t get any answer. 
He was talking for Lee and me. anyhow. 

“Don’t know what these kids are coming 
to Never had truck with 
other colors when I was in school. I said 
no good would come of putting them in 
school together. These kids get the idea 
they can get by with anything at all.” 

I shut the sound off by thinking about 
Mom. Mom had done this! 

She’d done more than scream this time. 
When she couldn’t get the police matron 
to arrest hold of this fat 
policeman and really poured it out so he’d 
come looking for us. Not that he’d needed 
much persuasion, I was sure. You could 
just see him licking his lips over what he’d 
done. 

I thought they’d lecture us and send us 
home but they didn’t. They booked us, 
notified Lee’s parents. and then took me 
upstairs to a tiny room almost as dirty as 
the one at home and locked me in. 

I laid on that lumpy bed in my coat, 
wrapping the one thin blanket around my 
feet and legs and I nearly froze all night. 
I was mad, too. Mom had done this. She 
wouldn’t rest now until they sent me to 
reform school. I wondered what it would 
be like. 

I thought about Lee and wondered what 
this would do to his plans for school and 


nowadays. no 


me she’d 


got 


how his parents would act. I wished they’d 
left us together long enough for me to tell 
him I was sorry about Mom. 

I thought about Bob. too, and how he’d 
tried to tell me something like this might 
happen. I guess Bob was the closest thing 
to a friend I’d had and now he wouldn’t 
want to be my friend. 


HE NEXT MORNING 


and his parents, Mom and Pop and me 


they had Lee 
before the juvenile judge. Mom poured it 
all out. How Pop couldn’t work steady 
because of his health and she worked and 
tried to make a decent home for us and 
had even let me go to work so I could get 
some nice clothes like the other girls and 
all the thanks she got was me running 
wild and not listening to her and then tak- 
ing up with this colored boy. I never knew 
Mom had such an imagination. 

They let me tell my side, too, but after 
the way she poured it out I didn’t sound 
I wasn’t going to claim 
his 


very convincing. 
Lee had 
though, the way she and the policeman 


forced attentions on me, 
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thought it was. I told them we were just 

good friends and that was all there was 

to it. 

The policeman had other ideas. “We 
caught them red-handed, Judge. Coming 
out of that lumber shed of Byers’ at the 
corner of Woodrow.” 

We hadn’t been inside the shed and I 
said so. 

The judge rapped his gavel. “Young 
lady, don’t interrupt.” 

The policeman smirked. “Like I said, 
they were coming out of the shed. A little 
sooner and we’d have caught them inside. 
No question what they were doing—her 
hair was all messed up.” 

Why wouldn’t it be, in that wind? 

“They looked guilty as . . . well, guilty.” 
he finished. 

Mom was nodding her head, agreeing 
with everything the policeman said and 
even with what he didn’t say. I gave up. 

Lee didn’t, though. He got up and told 
the judge just what had happened and for 
awhile I thought everything was going to 
be alright. I could see the judge was 
listening. 

Mom and the policeman had their heads 
together again and when he’d finished Mom 
had her say to the judge and that did it. 

“There’s not a lick of good in her and 
that’s a fact.”” Mom sure was enjoying all 
this. “I’ve tried everything and it’s no 
cood. I’ve tried to be a good mother and 
she just throws it in my face. It’s hard 
enough to make a good home for young- 
‘uns, Judge, and when one of them’s like 
her, it’s just too much. I’ve tried to tell 
her she needs an education to get her a 
good job when she’s out of school but she’d 
rather run around than study.” 

“Have you had trouble of this sort be- 
fore?” the judge asked. 

“Ever since she’s been big enough to 
defy me.” Mom nodded. “Even before she 
took up with this—this—boy, she wouldn’t 
listen. Never gave me nothing but trouble.” 

The judge talked to Lee’s parents and 
they stood up for both of us. They trusted 
Lee and he’d never given them cause not 
to. If he said we’d walked straight home 
from school they believed him. 

Way they saw it, we were just a couple 
of kids walking home together and that’s 
all there was to it. No wonder Lee was so 
nice; you’d have to be with two people 
believing in you like that. 

The judge sat there thinking a long time, 
then he asked Mom if she would accept my 
parole and she said she sure wouldn’t; 
told him I was incorrigible and she had the 
other children to think of and she couldn’t 
have me setting such a bad example for 
them and leading them astray and making 
her job any harder than it was. 

“Then there’s nothing for me to do but 
make you a ward of this court and send 
you to this training school,” he told me. 
“Tt isn’t a reform school or like a jail. 
More like a regular school.” 

“Tl be locked up, won’t I?” 

“Not exactly. You'll be detained there 
until you’re eighteen.” 
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“Right where she belongs.” Mom almost 
licked her lips in satisfaction. “Never was 
a speck of good in her.” 

They took me back up to that little room 
and I was glad to get away from Mom. I 
felt like bawling. Whatever they called it, 
I was being sent away just like Mom 
wanted and I wouldn’t see Lee or Bob and 
now there would be no one in the whole 
world to care if I lived or died. I sat there, 
shaking and wishing I could die right then. 
Someone knocked on the door. 





Lodestone 


I longed for LOVE— 
Left my door ajar, 
Tried to lure it 
With candle star, 
Polished scarlet 
For ember rime, 
Silken echoes— 
Then one time 
When dusk was worn 
And grey and thin 
LOVE heard your laughter 
And came in. 
—Gladys Martin 





“May I come in Patti,” the policewoman 
asked, and then I did bawl. Imagine her 
asking if she could come in when she had 
a key and I was a prisoner. 

She let me cry it out and then we talked 
a long time and I didn’t feel so all alone 
any more. She told me about the school 
and how I could take the regular high 
school subjects with lots of typing and 
shorthand and business practice and if my 
record was good they’d find me work when 
I was eighteen. 

“Will I have to come back here to Clem- 
ens and Mom?” 

“Tf you prove you can take care of your- 
self and your Mom doesn’t fight it. you’ll 
just have to report to the court four times 
a year until you’re twenty-one.” 

“T’ll never come back to Mom. She hates 
me too much.” 

She didn’t try to tell me different. “One 
more thing, Patti. You can get over this, 
you know.” 

I wasn’t sure. I’d always see Mom’s look 
of satisfaction and the leer of the police- 
man and the questioning look of the judge. 
“T'll try.” I promised both of us. 


LIKED the school. Most of the girls 

did. We’d all made mistakes. Not big 
ones, nothing criminal, and we didn’t want 
to repeat them or maybe make bigger ones. 
We could take whatever we wished to from 
that school and most of us wanted to take 
the necessary tools to earn our livings and 
enjoy life. 

The police matron told me about Lee. 
She came to see me six weeks after I got 


there. “He was paroled to his father , 
they’ve moved back to Cleveland.” 

“I'd like to see him when I get 
Maybe I ought to go on and marry hip 
Mom expects me to do something jj 
that.” 

“You'll have to decide that for yoursi 
after you’re of age,” she said. “I'd giv; 
a lot of thought, first, while you're he, 
Don’t rush into anything. When you ley 
here, get a job and be your own boss 
awhile.” 

She came to see me every month » 
wrote in between. Lee wrote, too, and the 
when I’d been at the school a little , 
six months she brought Bob with her, 

I was really glad to see him, though} 
stood there pink and shy as if he’d n 
say a word. Once he got started, thous 
he talked like fire. He told me how }j 
mother had been transferred to a veteray; 
hospital in St. Louis and about the py 
school he would go to and how he yx 
going to be an engineer and would] 4 
swer if he wrote to me. 

Bob’s a real nice guy. I watched the mai 
for that first letter and answered it righ 
away and he writes at least once a wed 
and comes when he can with the pulir 
matron. 

Sometimes I miss the kids and ey 
Mom, a little. She sent me a card at Chris. 
mas, with a little note in it about the ne 
baby. But I guess she’s just about fo. 
gotten about me by now. I try not to think 
about it because it still hurts deep insik 
Maybe, though, anyone would have dor 
the same things she did, under the circum 
stances. 

I write to Lee and Bob and the polix 
matron and now and then to Joyce. Ir 
taking all the typing and shorthand I ca 
and yesterday I took two letters for th 
supervisor and transcribed them okay. 

I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, tm 
and when I leave here I'll get me a job 
and be my own boss for awhile. I won! 
rush into anything. 

I’ve almost forgotten just what it wa 
that made me so determined to go will 
Lee. I want to see him again. but I don! 
know if I would have the kind of courag 
it would take to marry him or not. And! 
don’t know what it would do to him, either 

I'll have to wait until I’m out of her 
working and making my own living. I wat! 
to see Bob, too, on the outside. I’ve gotter 
to know a lot about him, through th 
letters. 

I’ve been here a little more than a yea 
and when I get out of here I’ll know whit 
to do. I’ve learned not to rush things, th! 
sometimes it’s best to wait for them t 
come to you. That’s what I’m going to de 

So. in a wav, I’m glad I crossed the colt 
line in Clemens. I got into a lot of trouble 
and I hurt Lee and I’m sorry for that. Bu 
in crossing the line I got away from Mon 
and the home I hated and all those litt 
kids and if it hadn’t been Lee it might har 
been someone else. 

And that someone else might not hav’ 
been as nice as Lee was. THE END 
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Too Quick To Blame Him 


(Continued from Page 19) 


yard. The problem of Paul’s health was 
,sore spot with me. If there was anything 
yong with him it might be different. But 
there wasn’t. He just babied himself. Some- 
times I felt he enjoyed being sick or acting 
ick. The doorbell rang just then inter- 
npting my thoughts. I went to answer it. 
The woman who stood there was about my 
age, but she looked as if she had done a 
jot of living in the same amount of years. 
Her face was hard, coated with make-up. 
Her eyes were sharp and penetrating, and 
she was dressed with just a little too much 
of everything. 

“Mrs. Anderson?” she asked, and I nod- 
ded, wondering what this woman could pos- 
ably want of me. “I called you a few min- 
utes ago. The name’s Midge Black.” 

“What did you want to talk to 
about?” I asked again. 

“It’s kind of private,” she said. “We’d 
better go inside.” 

[ followed her into the living room. She 
stood for a moment looking around. 

“Nice place you got here. Paul 
be doing all right.” 

“You know my husband?” I asked, sur- 
prised. 

She grinned. “I know him. Met him a 
few years ago.” 

I was getting more fidgety by the minute. 
Something in her manner, an arrogant as- 
surance, irked me. Why should Paul know 
awoman like this? It didn’t make sense. 

“Let’s get to the point.” I said. unable 
to stand waiting any longer. “What do 
you have to say to me?” 

She looked at me then, a long steady 
look, and then she spoke. almost casually. 

“I'm Donnie’s mother.” 

For a moment I was dumbfounded 
then, remembering back, I smiled. 
stupid did she think I was? 

“That’s very interesting,” I said, “since 
Donnie’s parents were both killed in an 
accident shortly after he was born.” 

“For someone who’s been dead three 
years I feel pretty chipper,” she said with 
that funny grin. 

“Look,” I said, trying to keep calm. “I 
don’t know what your game is, but I know 
you're not telling the truth. Anyone could 
walk in and claim to be Donnie’s mother, 
but that wouldn’t prove anything.” 

“But I am his mother,” she said again, 

g 
and something about her words sounded 
une as much as I hated to believe them. 

Donnie was born in Webster City on Sep- 
tember 12, 1954. I was in trouble—the 
doctor knew your husband and knew he 
wanted a kid. So being in a jam and broke 
let him take him for a while. He said you 
had funny ideas about adopting a kid, but 
if he told you his folks were dead you 
would be more sympathetic . . . and he 
knew you really wanted a kid.” 


me 


must 


-and 
How 


*“T—I don’t believe you,” I tried to sound 
firm but I was trembling. “But even if I 
did—Donnie’s ours. What do you want? 
Surely you wouldn’t want him back after 
waiting all this time.” My voice sounded 
strange to my own ears. 

“Well—I wouldn’t want to 
that much trouble.” she chose her words 
carefully. “But I haven’t had things easy. 
Now your father-in-law has a store here. 
He’s respectable. Your husband is part of 
this community and the store will be his 
someday. Look at it this way—you’ve got 
everything, and I’ve got nothing.” 

Money—she wanted money. Suddenly it 
dawned on me. She was trying to black- 
mail me! 

I stood up. “So you want me to buy you 
off, is that it?” 

She grinned. “Just call it a loan if you 
like.” 

I was beginning to shake with anger. 

“Just how much of a loan?” I was stall- 
ing, trying to think. 

“Oh, a thousand would help me forget a 
lot of things.” 

“A thousand now 
many 


cause you 


-and how much later 


—and how times would you be 
back?” 

“Well, why about the 
now?” she grinned. “And for the 
sake, wouldn’t it be worth it?” 

Suddenly seized “You're 
lying!” I “You couldn’t be the 


mother of that sweet innocent baby. You’re 


future 


kid’s 


worry 


fury me. 


cried. 


just a tramp—you could never be his moth- 
er in a million years. Get out! Get out of 
here this minute. or I'll call the police!” 

Her face reddened for a moment, and 
then a cruel look came into her eyes. She 
stood up. 

“I'd think twice before I did anything 
like that. You might find out things that 
would cause quite a scandal. Your hus- 
band forgot to tell you all the story. You’d 
be better off to pay me. I’m warning you, 
for your own good!” 

This last threat was much. “Get 
out!” I screamed. And when she didn’t 
move I walked to the phone, dialed the 
operator and asked for the police. She was 
furious herself now. She jumped toward 
me, grabbing the phone from my hand and 
slamming it down. 

“You’re not very smart, Mrs. Anderson,” 
she hissed. “Because now I’m going to tell 
you everything. You see. Paul forgot to 
tell you a very important detail—that he’s 
Donnie’s father!” 

There was a triumphant look on her face 
as she blurted out those words, and I reeled 
back. stunned. 

“You’re lying,” I said desperately—“all 
lies.” But I was afraid. 

“T feel kind of sorry for you,” she said, 
recovering herself. “You could have been 
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smart. Now you'll have to ask Paul, and 
he’ll tell you—you’ll know.” 

With those parting words she turned and 
left the house. I sank down on the couch 
to keep from falling. My whole world lay 
shattered at my feet. My husband a cheat 
and liar—my son the child of that—that 
trampish woman. I tried to tell myself she 
was lying, but I knew in my heart she 
wasn’t. She had no reason to tell me a 
story like that unless it was true. My eyes 
burned, my throat was dry. I sat like a 
woman in a daze—unable to think clearly, 
unable to comprehend the horror of what 
she had told me. 


INALLY I got up. I had to reach Paul, 

get him home and have it out with him. 
I couldn’t endure a week of waiting and 
wondering. Frantically I got the operator 
and started to put in a call to my husband. 
Then suddenly I hung up. What would I 
say? I needed time, time to think—time to 
decide something. Somehow I had to 
straighten things out in my mind, make 
plans. 

When I thought of that woman being 
Donnie’s mother I felt sick to my stomach. 
Would I remember Midge Black every 
time I looked into my son’s face? Would I 
ever feel the same about him again? Would 
I hold it against him? Would I remember 
my husband’s betrayal every time I touched 
my son? It frightened me worse than any- 
thing I could ever remember. 

Finally I got a cold cloth, lay on the 
couch and put it on my head. I had a split- 
ting headache, but I had to think back, to 
try and remember all the details. I had to 
think things through and somehow find the 
truth. 

There was nothing in my background to 
indicate I would have trouble bearing chil- 
dren. I came from a nice family. We never 
had much money but we were very respect- 
able. I had four brothers and no sisters. 
We were a happy family. My brothers were 
all older and they treated me like some- 
thing special. I was crazy about them and 
took their advice on everything. When I 
started dating I only went with boys they 
approved of. I never got in trouble, and 
especially, I never went too far with a boy. 
I liked things to go smoothly, and they al- 
ways did for me. I was the baby of the 
whole family, and it was a comfortable 
feeling to be loved and protected. 

When my brother Bill came home from 
Korea he brought Paul with him for a 
visit. Paul was distant, mature and serious. 
He was so different from the kids I had 
dated that he fascinated me. He was tall 
and slender, with dark almost brooding 
eyes. He didn’t smile easily, but when he 
did his whole face lit up. I was eighteen 
then, and full of energy and a zest for liv- 
ing. I was a small girl, almost five feet tall 
and weighing less than a hundred pounds. 
But I was strong and healthy. My brothers 
had roughed me up since I was a baby, 
and I could hold my own. I was pretty and 
[ knew it, and I had a figure most of my 
iV 


girl friends envied. I could see Paul watch- 

ing me at times and it made me tingle with 

excitement. 

My family all liked Paul. He was polite 
and well mannered and intelligent. His 
father owned an appliance dealership in 
Iowa. Paul had never really seen Califor- 
nia before, so we spent many long hours 
showing him some of the wonders of our 
state. And I fell head over heels in love 
with him, with my family’s encouragement. 

I remember the night he told me he 
loved me. We were sitting on the porch 
swing. Everyone else had discreetly dis- 
appeared. There was a bright moon over- 
head and the air was sweet with the scent 
of flowers. Paul turned to me. 

“T’'ll be leaving Monday. Laura. I’ve got 
to get home and get to work. Dad’s count- 
ing on me. He’s pretty old.” 

“So soon!” I exclaimed. “Oh, Paul, I'll 
miss you.” 

He looked at me intently. “Do you really 
mean that?” 

I glanced down to hide the love in my 
eyes. 

He put his hand on my chin, raising my 
face to his. And then he kissed me and I 
was in his arms and he was holding me 
as I had never been held before. He said 
my name softly. over and over. 

“T aura. I love you so. I fell in love with 
you the first day I met you. Do you think 
you could ever love a guy like me?” 

“Oh, Paul. I love you now. I never loved 
anyone like this before. It scares me.” 

“Darling.” he kissed me again and again. 
“Let’s get married right away. Then you 
can go home with me. I don’t want to be 
separated from you a minute.” 

“Yes, yes.” I sighed. “I couldn’t bear it 
either.” 

We went in after a while and I hurried 
into the kitchen. Everyone was there drink- 
ing coffee and I broke the news to them. 
Suddenly they were all shouting and 
pounding Paul on the back. and my broth- 
ers were swinging me in the air as if I 
were a child. It was all warm and wonder- 
ful and terribly exciting. 

We were married just four days later 
and we left on the train for Iowa. I hated 
to leave my family in a way, but I was so 
much in love I would have gone anywhere 
with Paul. Our honeymoon was short. just 
the train ride. but it was heaven. The first 
time Paul made love to me he was gentle 
and tender. I was shy, but he was so con- 
siderate that I soon responded with passion 
to match his. Everything was perfect. 


UR LIFE MOVED on from there with- 

out a hitch. We met his dad and he 
and I hit it off fine. We found a nice house 
to buy and settled down to married life with 
few problems. I had always helped mom 
at home and was a good cook and house- 
keeper. Paul’s job was selling for his dad 
and he traveled quite a bit. I went with 
him a lot those first two years. It was fun 
and we hated to be separated too long. The 
only problem we had was that we wanted 


a family and I couldn’t get pregnant 
went to a doctor and he told us to be, 











tient. He couldn’t find anything serio, 


wrong to prevent me having children, 









wanted a baby so badly. In fact. I wan! 


a big family like mine had been. [I hag 
picture in my mind of myself with five sm, 
and it brought tears to my eyes just thiy 
ing about it. 

And then suddenly I was pregnant, a 
we were beside ourselves with happing 
We made plans night after night. We fix! 
up a darling nursery and I made all king 
of clothes for our son. I couldn’t wait yp 
I held him in my arms. 

When I was seven months pregnant! 
awoke one night with a horrible pain, Py 
rushed me to the hospital. The agony 
so great that they put me out to ease» 
misery. When I finally was well enough) 
understand what had happened. the docty 
told me I had lost the baby, and would} 
unable to have any more children. 

I remember the horror that numbed 
brain as his words sank in. My baby de 
—not able to have other children! 

“Oh, no!” T screamed. “You're lying 
Paul—tell me he’s lying!” 

“Laura, please darling, don’t excite you 
self. You’ve been awfully sick. Oh, Lavy 
—thank God you're safe.” 

I noticed vaguely how haggard his fa: 
was. how hollow his eyes seemed. But! 
turned away from his face. All I cou 
think of was my dead baby. I wasn’t abk 
to accept the truth. I had always beens 
healthy. Everything had been so good al 
my life. I had held a picture in my min 
of my little boy. dressed in a cute litt 
suit. his face full of smiles as he held m 
hand and we walked down the street fil 
lowed by admiring glances. And after thi 
another and another. A house full of laugh 
ing. noisy boys like my brothers, and I thei 
adored mother. I couldn’t get the pictur 

out of my mind. I couldn’t face the fac 
it would never come true. 

“Laura.” Paul was speaking. “I’m s 
sorry darling. I know how you wanted thi: 
baby. But we'll get by somehow. I wantel 


a son too. Oh, darling—but, Laura. at leaf 


we've got each other. If I had lost you— 
his voice broke. I wanted to say somethin: 
to him, something to comfort him. But he 
didn’t seem real. I was locked up tight it 
side, and the words wouldn’t come. Afte 
a long time I heard him leave the room. 
closing the door quietly behind him. 

Paul took me home two weeks later. ! 
was feeling weak still and went straight tv 
my room. As I passed the nursery I nm 
ticed Paul had taken the bed down. For: 
moment I almost cried, but even teat 
wouldn’t come. I had not cried yet. I wa 
ice inside, frozen. I had failed as a womal 
—as a person. I wasn’t a whole womal 
anymore. I never could be. 

After Paul settled me on the bed he # 
beside me. “Can I get you anything 
Laura?” he asked. 

I shook my head. “It’s good to have you 
home,” he smiled, stroking my hair. The 
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feel of his hand so close to me irritated me. 

“fd like to be alone for a while,” I said 
in that toneless voice. His face looked as 
{I had slapped him, but he got up and 
ieft the room. I had hurt him again, and 
teouldn’t help it. I wanted to be alone 
vith my grief, to torture myself with 
thoughts of what might have been. 

Ina short time I was well physically, but 
[couldn’t come out of the mental stupor 
[had sunk into. Paul was patient with 
ne, but I saw the hurt in his eyes and the 
haggard look on his face. He tried to get 
me to go home for a visit, but I couldn’t 
face my family feeling inadequate. having 
giled as a woman. Finally one night Paul 
tried to make love to me. He had waited 
months, and I tried to submit. But I 
couldn't! It was torture. I couldn’t bear 
i, [tore away from him and jumped up. 

“I can’t, Paul—please, I just can’t.” 

“Laura, you’ve got to get hold of your- 
elf.” he said after he had calmed down. 
“You can’t go on like this, blaming your- 
gif. We can still have a good life.” 

“Can we?” I said bitterly. “Growing 
ld, just the two of us, alone.” 

“We could adopt a baby. Dr. Brownell 
told me of a good agency to apply to. It 
might take a year or two—” 

“Adopt a baby—!” I fairly spat out the 
words. “Admit I’m a failure! I don’t want 
some.other woman’s baby. I want my own. 
I want to be a woman. How do you think 
I feel? Can’t you understand? I’ve failed 
you and myself.” 

“Don’t feel like that. I need you. I love 
you. There are other things in life.” 

I tried after that for a while, but I 
couldn’t come to life. I got so I dreaded 
the nights when Paul would try to take me 
in his arms and I would rebel. I couldn’t 
submit .. . I couldn’t. Finally he started 
sleeping in the guest room. It was wrong 
of me, but I couldn’t help myself. 


\\ E BECAME LIKE sstrangers after 
that. For over a year we lived in the 
same house. I cooked and washed, but I 
might as well have been hired help. Paul 
seemed to lose weight and looked tired all 
the time, but I didn’t pay much attention 
tohim. I felt he was trying to punish me 
for denying him my love. Most evenings 
after supper I went to my room and stayed 
until morning. Finally he started staying 
away from home longer and longer on his 
trips. I didn’t care. I still nursed my grief, 
still felt sorry for myself and myself alone. 
It was almost eighteen months later that 
Paul came in one night from one of his 
trips, with a baby in his arms! 

“Paul! What on earth!” I jumped up 
amazed. 

“You'd better sit down, Laura,” he said. 
‘Tve got something to tell you and it may 
come as a shock.” 

I sat down quickly, too surprised at his 
commanding tone to speak. 

Ne. know a doctor rather well in Webster 
City. I've known him for years. He knew 
we lost our son. I told him how you had 
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taken it. The parents of this boy were— 
were killed in an auto accident last week. 
He pulled some strings, being a good 
friend of the family—no relatives at all— 
and the court let him place the baby for 
adoption. He remembered me, and called 
me, and I adopted him. This is our son!” 

I couldn’t move. I just sat staring at 
him, shocked speechless. He walked over 
to me and placed the baby in my arms. 

“He’s wet. I'll get the diapers.” 

He walked out of the room and I sat, 
holding a strange baby in my arms. A 
baby my husband had adopted. Finally I 
looked down at him, and my heart turned 
over. He lay quietly, regarding me with a 
contented expression. His eyes were dark 
and he had a pug nose and soft skin. He 
fit snugly in my arms. It was a case of love 
at first sight. I touched his cheek with my 
finger. It felt like down. I know I never 
would have accepted the idea of adopting 
a child. not by talking about it. But this 
was different. Here was a live, warm ador- 
able baby in my arms, and he was mine. It 
seemed as if a dam broke inside of me 
then. The ice that had been stored for so 
many months melted in one great surge of 
maternal love. I sat. holding the baby, 
tears running down my cheeks. Paul hur- 
ried in and took the baby. I cried as I have 
never cried in my life, great shaking sobs. 
Paul let me cry. He changed the baby, 
and when I had quieted down he handed 
him back to me. 

“He’s probably hungry. You heat the 
bottle and I'll put the bed up. It’s still in 
the attic. Oh, by the way, his name is 
Donnie.” 

I think I got up fifty times during the 
night to check on Donnie. We put him in 
our room, but I would steal out of bed and 
stand beside the crib to listen intently for 
his breathing. It was like a miracle to have 
1 baby sleeping beside me. Toward morn- 
ing Paul awoke and took me in his arms. 
For the first time since the death of our 
baby I felt desire. I turned to him with a 
ry and our love, so long denied, was like 

voleano. Afterwards we lay talking 
quietly. I asked Paul about the baby’s 
arents, and he repeated the story he had 
told me the night before. 

“What kind of people were they. Paul?” 
[ asked. feeling sad for the couple killed 
suddenly, leaving behind this product 
f their love. 

“Oh, I didn’t ask too much about them. 
lust people like us I suppose.” 

“Darling. we'll take care of him with as 
much love as they would have. He'll be 
just like he belonged to us. like he was our 
flesh and blood.” 

Paul got up then, a strained look on his 
face. I started to ask him what was wrong, 
but just then Donnie started to move, and 
everything else went out of my mind. 

During the next three years Donnie was 
the center of my universe. He was cute as 

baby, adorable as a toddler, and when 
he began to talk I was in seventh heaven. 
Our life would have been perfect, except 
7) 


‘a 


for Paul. As the months passed he began 
to get quieter and quieter. He never 
romped with Donnie. It was always I who 
threw him in the air, wrestled with him on 
the floor. When I told Paul he ought to 
play with him he always made some ex- 
cuse. He was too tired; he didn’t feel well. 

The business of his health got to be a 
sore point with me. He complained a lot 
and looked so listless. I begged him over 
and over, to see Dr. Brownell. but he al- 
ways refused, making some excuse or other. 
It made me mad. I got so I waited appre- 
hensively when he came home at night. It 
was a special occasion when he came in 
with a smile and any enthusiasm. or felt 
like going somewhere. I tried to talk with 
him, and got nowhere. Finally I went to 
see Dr. Brownell on my own. 

“I’m worried about Paul,” I told him. 
“He acts so tired all the time; listless I 
guess is the word. But he won't come in 
for a checkup. Could you manage it some- 
how—get him in and examine him? He’s 
too young a man to feel like that.” 

“Tl try.” he promised. And being a 
good friend of the family he managed to 
lure Paul in and examine him. He called 
me a few days later. 

“T can’t find anything physically wrong 
with him. Laura.” he said. “Is there any- 
thing else that could be bothering him .. . 
something other than physical?” 

“T can’t imagine what.” I said. “but I'll 
try and talk with him again.” 

That night I sat down beside Paul on the 
couch, 

“Darling. is something bothering you?” 
I asked. “You’ve changed so this past year. 
I wish you could talk it over with me if 
there is.” 

His face took on a funny look and he 
turned away. 

“Nothing is wrong!” he snapped. “You 
keep asking. Can’t you leave me alone?” 

I was hurt at his attitude. “But Paul, 
we used to be so happy—had so much fun 
together. I don’t understand what’s hap- 
pened.” 

For a moment he looked as if he wanted 
to tell me something. He almost did, and 
then he changed his mind. 

“I’m just tired.” he said tonelessly. “If 
you'd quit nagging it would be easier.” 

His attitude made me furious. After that 
I began to resent his going to bed early— 
sitting staring into space. I decided he 
was just being a baby, wanting to be sick, 
and I never asked him again. And now 
today this woman had come, and [ finally 
began to understand what really had been 
bothering Paul. Well, he deserved all his 
misery and more. And I would see he suf- 
fered, really suffered. 

Just then Donnie called. I stiffened a 
moment, dreading the thought of facing 
him, afraid of how I might feel. Finally I 
opened the door and walked into his room. 
He sat up in bed, grinning at me, and he 
looked like a cherub. 

“T want up,” he said, reaching up his 
arms. I ran to him with a cry, picked him 


up and held him tightly to me. My love 
for him hurt, it was so great. Nothing 
could change that—nothing. No matte 
what, he was my son. Tears blurred my 
eyes—tears of thankfulness. At least I hag 
been spared this. 


[HE NEXT WEEK was the longest I cap 

ever remember. I kept cheerful fo; 
Donnie, but I couldn’t sleep at night, | 
lay, hating Paul for betraying me. I wanted 
revenge—to strike out at him, to hurt hin 
as I had been hurt. I thought of a thousand 
ways I would greet him, changing the 
words every time. I pictured his face as] 
spoke the words, and I thought I would 
lose my mind before the week was over, 

When Paul walked in the door that after. 
noon I tried to compose myself. He kissed 
me and sank down on the couch. 

“Boy, it’s good to be home.” 

“Ts it?” I asked sharply. I had planned 
to be patient. to wait before I brought the 
subject up, but all my good intentions fley 
out the window at the sight of him. 

“I thought maybe you enjoyed your trips 
more than your home life.” I said nastily, 

He looked up quickly. “What’s wrong. 
Laura?” 

“T had a visitor while you were gone. A 
Midge Black.” 

His face went blank. “Midge Black . ..” 

es 

“What—what did she want?” 

“Money. She wanted a thousand dollars, 
She said she’s Donnie’s mother!” 

My voice rose as I said the words, and 
his face crumpled. He rose slowly. 

“T—you—you didn’t give it to her did 
you?” 

“No, I refused, threatened to call the 
police. And then she told me some more 
news—that you are his father! Paul, 
please! Tell me she’s lying—please!” 

His shoulders sagged. and his face was 
ashen. 

“T hoped—I prayed you would never 
have to know.” 

I clenched my fist to keep from screan- 
ing. I had prayed he would deny it, that 
she was lying. although in my heart I had 
known it was true. 

“A woman like that—” I looked at him 
with hatred. “How could you? I thought 
you were so clean. so decent! I hope you 
feel proud. Our marriage has been based 
on lies and betrayal. I imagine you feel 
pretty good to have fooled me for so long. 
Have you been laughing at me. your trust: 
ing stupid wife?” 

“I didn’t mean it that way. Laura. | 
wanted to help you and my son.” 

“Help yourself you mean. You were it 
a scrape and this was the way out!” 

“Have you regretted having Donnie?” 

“No—no, but that’s not the point. You 
lied to me. Why didn’t you tell me. 
Couldn’t you trust me to understand?” 

He turned to me. “Would you have?” le 
asked quietly. “If I had come home with 
Donnie and told you he was my son by 
another woman and that I wanted you to 
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raise him as ours, would you have, Laura? 
You lost your own baby and it threw you 
into an emotional tailspin you couldn’t 
come out of. You’ve never had to face prob- 
Jems. your family faced them for you. You 
denied me your love for eighteen long 
nonths—not just physical love, but your 
companionship, your compassion. Together 
ye could have faced the loss of our baby. 
[wanted him as much as you did, but you 
shut me out and nursed your grief in your 
barren little world. And I needed you, I 
wanted you, I loved you, but you never 
save me a thought. I tried every way to 
reach you, but it was useless. I began to 
believe you would never care again. And 
when I lost faith in you, Laura, I let down. 
Oh, I don’t excuse myself. I was a fool. I 
did a terrible thing. But I wanted you to 
know some of the reasons for my letting go. 
I've wanted to tell you about it for so long. 
It's made a wreck of my life.” 

His words left me cold. I didn’t want to 
listen to his excuses. 

“What about that woman?” 
“Can she cause trouble?” 

He shook his head. “No, she tried to 
get money out of me and [ laughed at her. 
Donnie is mine legally. So I guess she de- 
cided to try you knowing I was out of town. 
But she can’t do a thing. She was paid off 
long ago.” 

I walked across the room and I could 
feel his eyes following me. 

“What do you want me to do?” he finally 
asked. “Do you want me to leave?” 

“I can’t see any reason for you to stay,” 
I told him. “Our marriage was a farce. 
There’s nothing left.” 

His face blanched, and he started to 
speak. Then he shook his head and turned 
and left the room. In a short time he came 
down with two bags. I was seething inside 
with anger, despair and hate. He paused at 
the door, but I walked away from him. In a 
moment I heard the door open and close 
sharply. 

The house was deathly silent after that. 
After Donnie had gone to bed that evening 
I paced the floor. I felt a weight pressing 
inon me. At last I knew I couldn’t stay 
here a day longer. I packed our bags that 
night, made reservations for the next day, 
and went to bed. In the morning Donnie 
and I flew to California. 


I asked. 


BEING AROUND MY family was a 
tonic. They welcomed me loudly and 
happily. They loved Donnie wildly. 1 
didn’t tell them of my real reason for be- 
inghome. Just that I had been so homesick 
I had to come. It would have been awful 
if they knew the truth about Paul. They 
babied me and I took it eagerly, glad once 
again to be the center of my warm loyal 
family. 
But in spite of the love and affection, I 
Was miserable underneath. As the weeks 
passed I thought more and more about 
Paul. I wondered what he was doing, 
where he was. And I finally realized I 
loved him no matter what he had done. | 
tried to hate him, but I would remember 
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the happier times and long for his arms 
again as they had been once when we were 
close. But most of all I remembered his 
words. How I had locked him out of my 
heart, failed him when he needed me. I 
had refused to help him or let him help 
me. I had wallowed in self pity, and that 
feeling had driven all others out. 

Suddenly it was clear to me. I saw how 
much he had been punished, and how ter- 
ribly he had suffered. His feeling so bad 
all the time had been mental. He was 
really good fundamentally . . . he had made 
a bad mistake and been trapped. And his 
conscience had made him a sick man. It 
had been eating away at him, destroying 
him. 

[ saw at last that I had failed him as a 
wife during that crucial time. He had done 
a terrible thing, but I had driven him to it. 
And when I finally admitted the truth to 
myself I became an adult woman, able to 
face the world, to realize it isn’t all sweet- 
ness and light. Life is giving and sharing 
and taking the good with the bad, but most 
»f all, learning how to forgive. 

We arrived home a month after Paul had 
walked out of the house. It felt good to be 
in my own home again. The first thing I did 
was cal] Paul’s father and find out where 
Paul was. When I finally reached my hus- 
band I asked him to come over that night. 

While I waited I felt scared and excited 
at the same time. I knew I had a big job 
ihead—making myself forget what he had 
done. Because if I took him back I had to 
go all the way, and never throw it up to 
him in the future. 

When he walked in his face was wary. 

“Hello, Laura,” he said. “It’s good to 
see you.” 

“Hello, Paul.” I answered, looking in- 
tently at him. And I knew again that I 
loved him. That he wasn’t a bad person or 

vil. He was a human being who had 
nade a terrible mistake, and paid a terri- 
ble price. 

“Paul, I’ve done a lot of thinking. I 
know that this wasn’t all your fault. [ll 
take my share of blame. But I know too 
I still love you. If you want to try again, 
I'd like to,” 

With a cry he came to me and his arms 
rushed me tightly. 

“Oh, Laura. . I prayed you 
vould forgive me,” he said brokenly. “But 
| didn’t think you ever would. Oh, darling, 
I'll make it up to you. I will, I promise.” 

“No. Paul, don’t even think that,” I said. 
“We're starting as of now, fresh and new, 
vith the past dead and buried. Donnie is 
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. how 


ur son... 
His lips met mine, and the joy that filled 

iy heart made me realize I had done the 
right thing. Together we walked to the 
irsery and stood looking down at our 
sleeping son. Our eyes met and the room 
was filled with warmth. And in that mo- 
ent I thanked God for letting me see that 

t really is divine to learn how to forgive. 


THE END 


No Will Of My Own 


(Continued from Page 23) 


against the polished pine floor as he 
pushed it back. 

“You let me know when you're coming,” 
he said dully. “Ill meet your plane.” 

I went upstairs with him to get his suit- 
case. I put my arms around his neck, pull- 
ing him close. His body was stiff and 
unyielding at first. 

He groaned, his mouth on mine. “Oh, 
honey. Don’t let them separate us.” 

I pulled away from him a little and 
looked up at him. “Separate us? Stanley! 
You don’t honestly think they’d try to do 
that, do you?” 

“Try?” he laughed hoarsely. “They are! 
This is just the beginning. Using your 
weakness. The baby. Playing on my sym- 
pathy.” 

“Oh, Stanley, please don’t feel that way. 
They only want what’s best for me, and the 
baby. They only want to see me happy.” 

“Yes, they want to see you happy, when 
it pertains to them!” He looked at me 
gravely. “Well, I can’t buck all three of 
you. Just remember, it’s our marriage and 
our life, not theirs.” 

After Stanley left, Mother insisted I go 
upstairs and rest. “I'll tend to the baby,” 
she told me soothingly. “You need plenty 
of rest.” 

And I was tired. But I couldn’t help 
but remember the stricken look on Stan- 
ley’s face. Or his words: “They want to 
see you happy, when it pertains to them.” 
I sighed sleepily. He just didn’t under- 
stand my folks. They wouldn’t dream of 
trying to break up our marriage. 


WEEK PASSED, with brief notes from 

Stanley. He was fine, he wrote. Keep- 
ing busy, but he missed us. Hurry home, 
his notes read. / miss you and Stanley 
Jr. And I need my wife. 

The second week was almost over, and 
Mother tended to the baby almost ex- 
clusively. Several times she let me bathe 
him, but she still insisted I was too weak. 
At the end of the second week, Mother 
came down with a cold. 

“We'll get someone to come in to take 
care of the baby,” Mother said weakly. 
“Tl need you to take care of me, and 
your father.” 

“Call Stanley and explain to him why 
you have to stay,” Daddy said. “He’ll un- 
derstand.” 

But he didn’t understand! “Why don’t 
you let the hired woman take care of your 
mother, then you can come home?” he 
asked angrily over the telephone. “After 
all, it’s only a cold.” 

“Mother needs me,” I protested. “She 
doesn’t want anyone else taking care of 
her. And she says I’m still weak.” 

“So it was her idea,” Stanley said curt- 


ly. “Well, if that’s the way it is— You said 
two weeks, and the two weeks are up, |j 
you prefer living with your folks, I guess 
there isn’t anything I can do, is there?” 

“I don’t want to live with them! Please. 
Stanley, try to understand.” 

“T do,” he said coldly. “Goodbye.” 

I sat by the telephone, unable to belieye 
the click of the receiver meant he had 
hung up on me. 

Daddy came out to the hall. “What's 
the matter, Vera?” 

“He didn’t understand,” I said, feeling 
empty. 

“He will, after he thinks it over,” Daddy 
said. He looked at me tenderly. “I'p 
afraid he’s a hasty young man. Not quite 
levelheaded enough. A wife and baby are 
a big responsibility.” 

Mother told me later, “This will give 
him time to think things over and to real- 
ize his responsibility.” 

Maybe they were right. After all, Stan. 
ley had to consider my side too. The 
folks only wanted what was best for me, 

I tried writing all this to him, hopefully 
waiting for an answer. But he _ never 
wrote, or called. 

“Maybe he’s ill, or been in an accident!” 
I said worriedly one Wednesday night at 
dinner. “Maybe I should call him.” 

Daddy looked at his watch. “Wait until 
you’re sure he’ll be home from work.” 

I waited until it was ten-thirty there, 
plenty of time for him to be home from 
work. The connection was made and | 
could hear the telephone in the apartment 
ringing. I was planning the words I would 
say to him. 

The telephone continued ringing, use. 
lessly. Finally, I hung up. 

“Probably out with another 
Mother said dryly. 

Daddy patted my shoulder. “It happens 
sometimes.” 

Listening to their words, I was con 
vinced Stanley no longer loved me. They 
were right. Where else could he be at this 
hour? 

“It had to happen sometime,” Mother 
said tiredly. “Be glad you were here with 
us, when it did happen. Stanley is a fine 
young man, but he isn’t ready for mar 
riage and a family. We'll just have to 
face it.” 

“Remember, you’ve got us,” Daddy said, 
smoothing my hair back. “We'll be back 
of you every second. We only want our 
girl happy.” 

I moved through the next day blindly, 
telling myself over and over that Stanley 
no longer loved me. I could hardly believe 
it. The wonderful, exciting love we had 
shared, the beautiful baby that had re 
sulted from that love, the dreams we had 
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shared—was it all over now? What had 
happened to change Stanley so? Where 
yas his understanding and patience? 

Mother seemed over her cold. The hired 
yoman had been dismissed. She was ready 
io take over with Stanley Jr., but this time 
[balked. He was my baby. It was up to 
me to take care of him. 

Friday night I heard her talking on the 
telephone to Ed Thompson’s mother. Ed 
had been an old boy friend of mine, the 
ge my parents had wanted me to marry. 
The Thompsons had money, of course, | 
was thinking bitterly. 

“Tomorrow night? I think so. It will 
do her so much good. She should get out 
among young people—her own crowd.” 
There was a pause, then Mother said, 
“Yes, tell Ed to come by around eight- 
thirty.” 

| moved stiffly away. And I was think- 
ing it was as if my marriage had never 
been, that I was back in the days before 
[met Stanley. Mother pushing me off on 
Ed— 

And I also knew that if I accepted this 
date, everything would change. By going 
out with Ed, I would be admitting that my 
marriage was over. It would be the final 
line to divide us completely. 

I went out to the kitchen. Mother and 
Daddy were sitting at the table, drinking 
coffee. 

“Call Mrs. Thompson back and tell her 
Ican’t make it tomorrow night.” My voice 
sounded colder than I had intended. I 
didn’t want to be cruel or hateful. 

Mother looked at me sharply. “I can’t 
do that! 

“Then just un-accept. because I’m not 
going! I’m going home!” 

Daddy got to his feet. “Now, now, Vera. 
Calm down. We mustn’t argue at a time 
like this.” 

Mother was dabbing at her eyes with a 
handkerchief angrily. “After all 
tried to do for you. Then you turn around 
and marry that shiftless—” She looked at 
me through her tears. “You could have 
married Ed. Then we'd be in the same 
town. You’d live in luxury, instead of— 
of—” 

“All right. Mother.” Daddy broke 
quietly but sternly. “That’s enough.” 

“But why does she want to go back to 
that dump?” Mother implored of Daddy 
just as if I wasn’t there. “Here, she and 
the baby can have everything they need.” 

“We need Stanley, Mother,” I 
steadily. “And we’re going to him. Just 
as soon as I can get plane reservations. I 
only hope it isn’t too late!” 

“You don’t have any money! He didn’t 
even think enough of you to send you the 
fare home.” Mother said spitefully. 

“You and Daddy asked me to stay. He 
assumed you'd pay my way back.” 

‘Tll give you what you need, of course,” 
Daddy said softly. 

“Please don’t go back,” Mother begged. 
“You'll be so poor.” 

‘Tm sorry, Mother. My place is with 


I’ve already accepted for you.” 


we've 


in 


said 


Stanley. It’s my life, and my marriage. 
I’m just now realizing it.” 

“Then at least let us help you. Then 
you can get a decent apartment. When you 
were little, my father helped us, didn’t he, 
Will?” 

“Yes.” Daddy said, staring at the floor 
thoughtfully. “Maybe it would have been 
better if he hadn’t. We had things too 
easy.” A strange, remorseful look came 
into his eyes. 

“Will!” Mother shouted. 

“Your father gave us everything. He 
even set me up in business. I used to feel 
it wasn’t our marriage, but his.” 

He looked at me. “I don’t want it that 
way for our girl. You go back to your 


husband. Live your own life. Work to- 
gether. You have to take the hard times 


along with the good. That’s what binds a 
marriage. gives it the foundation it needs.” 

I gave him a big hug. “Thanks, Daddy.” 

I hurried upstairs and packed my suit- 
cases while Daddy phoned for reservations. 
Stanley had been right all along, I kept 
thinking. The folks had come between us. 
Maybe not intentionally. I didn’t know 
about that. But I had just sat back and 
let it happen. What Daddy had said: “you 
have to take the hard times along with the 
I knew that now. I 
could only hope it wasn’t too late. 


good” made sense. 


WAS able to leave the next day, arriv- 

ing home in plenty of time to shop and 
fix dinner. The apartment looked cold and 
dismal. I saw the baby’s brand new crib 
in the bedroom, looking forlorn and use- 
less. Tears slipped down my face as I put 
on clean sheets, and then gently laid the 
baby down. 

I called Carol and 


could come down a 


asked 


moment. 


her if she 
She burst 
into the apartment like a whirlwind. 

“Vera! Am I glad to see you back! 
That husband of yours has been moping 
around here like the original sad sack!” 
She looked at me closely. “He 
you.” 


missed 


“T know,” I answered, ashamed to look 
at her. 

“Well,” she said briskly, “you’re back 
and that’s all that matters. Right now, I 
want to take a look at the boy-wonder I’ve 
heard so much about.” 

“Carol, I tried to call Stanley last 
Wednesday night, and he wasn’t home. Do 
you—” 

“Don’t worry, honey,” she laughed. “He 
was right upstairs, with us. He came up 
every night after work. I guess he couldn't 
face this empty apartment.” She hugged. 
me tightly. “You get busy on that dinner. 
I'm going to peek at the baby and then 
blow.” 

I could hear Carol cooing at the baby 
as I prepared dinner. Then I heard her 
leave. Suddenly, I felt afraid. Maybe Stan- 
ley wouldn’t come home from school. May- 
be he wouldn’t be glad to see me—or want 
me. 

My heart thumped sickeningly as I set 
the table. Then it stopped completely when 
I heard the living room door open. 

He came in the kitchen and I could only 
stand and stare at him stupidly. His ex- 
pression was surprised at first, then I 
could see a softening. His gaze never fal- 
tered as he moved towards me. 

I was in his arms and the words were 
tumbling out: “I didn’t realize—they didn’t 
intentionally try to break us up—Daddy 
said—hard times along with the good—” 
The sobs were hurting me so I could 
hardly talk. 

“Sh-h-” he whispered. “I know. It 
doesn’t matter. You’re back now.” 

I realized then it was too easy to give in 
against the hard times. It was too easy to 
sit back and let my folks take over. From 
this, I know I'll work at my marriage, and 
let my husband fill the role of provider. 
That’s his job. It’s much too easy to let 
well-meaning parents interfere in a mar- 
riage. I’m glad I found out before it was 
too late. Maybe writing my story will help 
others in the same situation. 


> 


I hope so. 


THE END 





Hollywood 


(Continued 


Bandleader Lionel Hampton, re- 
cently returned from a world goodwill tour, 
relaxed for a few days at home in New 
York by visiting toy shops showing young- 
sters all the fun they can have with a new 
toy xylophone. Kids got a bang out of learn- 
ing how to play the thing from the King 
of the Vibes himself. 

Just for the record: Jewel Brynner, 
the singer who shaved her head to look like 
the actor, Yul Brynner, and to get some 
attention, of course, makes a statement. “It 
was weird at first, but now I love it.” So, 
there you are. 

Bobby Short, who plays and sings 
powerfully good music at the swankiest of 
Manhattan night spots to such loyal fans 
as the Duchess of Windsor, Elsa Maxwell 


To Harlem 


from Page 8) 


and quite a few members of “haute” so- 


ciety, digs monkeys. In his New York 
apartment, his collection of the little 


beasts include a vast assortment of metal, 
wood and china figures, but nary a live one. 
Arthur Godfrey protégé, young 
singer Johnny Nash, has fallen in love and 
wants to get married. But his mom and 
pop won't go for the idea because they feel 
he’s too young—only 19. His studio also 
feels he ought to wait until his movie, 
Take a Giant Step is released. 

But young love does not always suf- 
fer. Folk singer Josh White gave away one 
of his five talented children when his 19- 
year old daughter Beverly, fast becoming 
a noted singer herself, wed her childhood 
sweetheart, 20-year-old Tyrone Saunders. 
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I Needed More Than Kisses 


(Continued from Page 40) 


dent didn’t end there. Norman’s mother 
heard about it. Ever since Norman had 
walked out on me and I had gotten the 
divorce on ground of desertion, she had 
tried her best to take Judy, my three year 
old daughter, away from me. Now she 
went to Court and made charges that I 
was an unfit mother, that I was picking 
men up in bars. That was when Paul asked 
me to marry him. 

How could I make Paul see that I owed 
him everything? What could I say that 
would cancel out the hurt he was feeling 
because ours would have to be a marriage 
in name only? Surely. if I was content and 
satisfied wasn’t that all that mattered? 


UT IT WASN’T enough as I found out 

soon after we were settled in our 
apartment and Paul went back to work. 
The weekdays weren’t too bad. Paul came 
home tired and was content to watch tele- 
vision in the evening after he helped me 
with the dishes. 

“You don’t have to help,” I told him 
time after time, grabbing the dish towel 
out of his hands. “This is woman’s work.” 

That hurting look that I saw so often 
came into his eyes. “It isn’t much to do for 
you.” he always said. And his voice held 
the old implication that he was failing me. 

So I let him help. If it made him hap- 
pier, that was all that mattered. But on 
the weekends Paul got on my nerves terri- 
bly. He insisted on doing all the house 
work himself. Then when I went into the 
back yard to plant a few flowers in our 
little section, he followed me and grabbed 
the trowel out of my hand. 

“Let me do that,” he said. 

At first I tried to explain to Paul that I 
liked having things to do, that I couldn’t 
sit by and see him do the cleaning, the 
washing and even the cooking. Yes, it got 
that bad. Paul took over completely when 
he was home. and there was no way I 
could reason with him. Always my pro- 
tests met a blank wall. He was so desper- 
ately eager to make it up to me because 
he couldn’t love me as a man. And there 
was no way I could make him see that the 
only thing that spoiled our marriage was 
his obsession with the idea that he must 
somehow compensate for his condition. 

Tension began to mount within me. I 
found myself flying at Judy over things I 
ordinarily wouldn’t have minded. And 
when she cried, I was beside myself with 
It wasn’t fair to take it out on 
wasn’t her fault that I was so 
But I couldn’t fly at Paul. The 
kind of marriage we had wouldn’t stand 
quarreling. Quarreling in a marriage had 
to be followed by love making, kisses and 
passionate embraces that had the power to 
wipe out angry words. And Paul couldn’t 
love me that way. 


iO 
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Then the solution came to me, the per- 
fect solution. Well, it seemed like it any- 
way. It was after one of those long three- 
day weekends. Paul had been under my 
feet continually, attacking the cleaning 
with an almost violent approach as though 
he wanted to take out all his pent-up frus- 
trations on the furniture and the windows. 
I couldn’t bear to stay in the apartment 
while he was going at such a frenzied pace. 
So I took Judy across the street to Mar- 
tha’s. Martha’s husband owned a furniture 
store downtown. They had no children and 
they were crazy about Judy. 

“Say, you wouldn’t want a job?” she 
asked, as we sat drinking coffee in her 
bright kitchen. “Ray is in a terrible fix. 
His office girl up and quit without notice. 
And it’s billing time too.” 

“T did take office training in high 
school.” I said slowly, the idea beginning 
to take shape. 

As though reading my thoughts, Martha 
said, “You can leave Judy with me, Lorna. 
You know how I love kids. I'd give any- 
thing if I could have one of my own.” She 
took my cup and refilled it. “I think it 
would do you good to work for awhile, 
honey. There isn’t enough to keep a bird 
busy in that little apartment of yours. Of 
course, if you had an old house like this!” 

“Tl talk it over with Paul,” I said. “TU 
let you know. Do you think I could do the 
work all right?” 

She gave one of her hearty laughs. She 
was a large woman and when she was 
tickled at something, she seemed to laugh 
from head to foot. “If you can type you'll 
do fine. I worked there for five years, you 
know. And I’m certainly no brain. Ray 
isn’t hard to please. He’d be awfully happy 
to have you working for him. These girls 
you get from the agency! You no sooner 
get them broken in than they up and get 
married and quit.” 

Something told me I was going to have 
trouble with Paul. But I made up my 
mind to stick firm. 

“Don’t I make enough money?” he de- 
manded, his face drawing into grim lines, 
when I had told him about the job. 

“Of course, darling. It isn’t because of 
the money. I—I just want to get away for 
awhile.” 

“Away from me. That’s it, isn’t it? Well, 
I told you I won’t try to hold you. That 
still goes.” 

“Darling! Darling. Don’t be that way. 
You know I don’t want to get away from 
you. It’s the apartment. It’s—it’s so con- 
fining. There isn’t enough to keep me busy. 
Don’t you see? If I had more to do——” 
My voice trailed off weakly. 

But he didn’t see at all. I knew I was 
undermining the one thing that gave him 
assurance, the fact that he earned the liv- 
ing, that he was financial head of the fam- 


ily. But something had to be done. I had 
to have an outlet of some kind, an escape 
from his restless moods, his pathetic at. 
tempts to wrap me in cotton wool, to turn 
me into a queen bee. So I held out. [I told 
him I would take the job on a temporary 
basis. If it didn’t work out. I’d quit. 

“You've spoiled me so,” I said, trying to 
tease Paul back into a good humor, 
“You’ve made me so thoroughly lazy, I'l] 
probably be a complete failure as a work. 
ing girl. Ray will fire me.” 


(THE MORNING I started work, I was 

on cloud nine. This will be good for 
both of us, I told myself, riding the bus 
downtown. Paul would see that the job 
was no threat to his position. And when 
I got rid of some of my tension and irrita- 
bility, he would be glad I was working, 

“T got along just fine!” I cried, like an 
excited child, that evening after my first 
day at the furniture store. 

I waited for Paul to congratulate me. | 
was bubbling over to tell him all about 
my day. But his jaw set in a stubborn line, 
In bitter silence we ate the dinner he had 
fixed. He got home an hour before me and 
had barbecued steaks and fixed his special 
tossed salad. When I had come in the door, 
the smell of the food had made me raven- 
ously hungry. But now everything tasted 
like sawdust. I pushed my plate aside. 

“Tl go and get Judy,” I said. rising hur- 
riedly. Martha had insisted that I let Judy 
have her dinner with her and Ray for a 
few nights—until I was used to my new 
routine. 

He’s acting like a spoiled child, 1 
thought, as I crossed the street. Well, until 
he got over his sulks, I’d treat him just as 
I treated Judy when she was naughty. I'd 
ignore him. When I had been working a 
week, I noticed a change in Paul. He 
started talking about his job, little things 
that had happened during the day, and 
then he asked me about the furniture store. 
Later, I made a big fuss about him taking 
the clothes to the launderette for me and 
for putting the meat on to cook. He 
beamed and seemed happier than he had 
in weeks. Things were going to work out 
fine. I told myself. 

I'd been working two weeks when I met 
Steve Carr, Ray’s salesman. Steve had 
been on vacation. Ray was out of the store 
when Steve came to work, and so we 
weren’t formally introduced. My heart gave 
a crazy lurch when I saw him standing in 
the midst of the refrigerators. He looked 
so much like Norman, my first husband. 
His beige gabardine suit was well fitted, 
and he wore it as casually as a leopard 
wears his skin. His face was tanned, hand- 
some beneath a shock of hair. He turned 
and caught me staring. He didn’t speak 
but lifted one eyebrow slightly. 

“You must be Steve—Steve Carr,” I 
stammered. “Ray should be back at any 
moment.” 

He nodded with a slow easy grin. “And 
you must be Lorna. Ray said you were 
pretty.” His eyes raked over me apprecia 
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tively. “Ray didn’t do you justice.” He 
held out his hand. 

When our fingers touched, I felt an elec- 
tric shock, the first response I'd felt since 
Norman and I had broken up. I withdrew 
my hand quickly. “Your paycheck is in my 
basket,” I said crisply. 

“Good!” His smile deepened. “Now I 
can afford to take you to lunch.” 

I looked meaningfully down at the gold 
wedding band on his third finger of his 
let hand. He followed my gaze and gave 
alittle shrug. Just then a customer came 
into the store and he left me to wait on her. 

“You and Steve have met, [ take it,” Ray 

said, when he returned. Then, “You know 
the stock pretty well, Lorna. Things are 
pretty slow in the office right now. Will 
you give Steve a hand with inventory?” 
' §o Steve and I worked together for the 
next week. I found out in short order that 
he not only resembled Norman physically, 
but his whole personality was very much 
the same. He had the same talent for easy 
conversation. He treated life as a big joke 
and was full of quips. “You're dead a long 
time.’ was one of his favorite remarks. 
And, “Have fun while you’re young,” was 
anther. Like Norman, he was a born 
salesman. The customers flocked to him. 
He made each woman feel that she was of 
special importance. 

Looking at his broad back. feeling the 
dangerous magnetism of him, I told myself 
that I had been burned once. Once was 
enough. 

NE DAY Ray asked me to join him— 

and Steve for lunch. Without making 
an issue of it. I couldn’t refuse. So the 
three of us got in Ray’s car and drove out 
to a little place on the beach. Steve and 
Ray talked together heatedly about politi- 
cal issues and the store. turning now and 
then to ask my opinion. I hated myself for 
the shyness I felt as I shared the one side 
of the table with Steve. I knew he was 
quite aware of his effect on me. and I was 
more than anxious to get back to work. But 
before our order was served. Ray saw one 
of our best customers eating alone on the 
other side of the room. 

“Say, will you two get along without 
me.” he begged. “That’s Earl Bennett, you 
know, builder of that new development on 
the west side of town. I’d like to get the 
bid to furnish the model home. If I can 
get to him, I might swing it.” 

Steve looked after Ray as he crossed the 
room. “That guy is really on the ball!” 
he said admiringly. Then he turned his 
gaze full on me and his eyes were as un- 
nerving as a plunge into a cold lake on a 
warm day. “What about you. Lorna? What 
are you after?” 

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” I 
said, my gaze sliding away. 

Steve laughed. “I’m a good judge of 
people. I have to be in my work. I’d say 
off hand that you’re not very happy. You’re 
too tense. Too jumpy. Right now you're 
trembling like a leaf.” 

“You don’t know anything about it,” I 
retorted sharply. 


“Oh! So there is a problem. Tell me. 
I’m good at untangling the threads.” 

I put my hands in my lap. They were 
trembling. It was ridiculous, I told myself, 
to let Steve upset me this way. He was 
nothing to me. More than that, I was get- 
ting pretty sick and tired of him and his 
prying questions. 

“What you need is a drink!” he contin- 
ued, and signalled the waiter. 

When the drinks arrived, I toyed with 
mine. Then I started sipping it. I felt the 
warmth of it and it relaxed me. I wasn’t 
trembling anymore. Steve nodded know- 
ingly. “Now you feel better, don’t you?” 

The order came and Steve eyed the lob- 
ster hungrily, and then started telling me 
about his boyhood and how he had fished 
and hunted and set traps for lobsters in 
New England where he had been raised. 
When lunch was ended, we drove back to 
the store. 

“T enjoyed that, Lorna,” he said boy- 
ishly. “You'll have to agree that it beats 
eating dried sandwiches from a paper bag. 
I tell you what! Let’s go out to lunch every 
payday! If you insist, we'll go dutch. All 
right?” 

I couldn’t refuse. There couldn’t be any 
harm in making a spree out of payday. 
Besides, Ray would be in on it too. 

So it was that Steve and I, and sometimes 
Ray. started going out to lunch together. 
At first we kept it to payday, but then Steve 
found other excuses for celebrating. He 
had gone over his quota. Or he was wor- 
ried about his quota and needed bucking 
up. And after a while, he didn’t bother 
with excuses. It became a matter of course 
that at least twice a week we'd go out to 
lunch. We had a lot of fun trying out new 
places, sometimes driving quite far from 
the store. 

I often wondered what Steve’s wife was 
like. It was hard to imagine him married 
and settled down in domestic routine. Some 
men. I told myself, were not intended to 
be married. Norman had been one of 
them. Steve was another. Men like that 
thrived on excitement, the adventure of 
conquest. They grew restless and surly 
when they weren’t free. Oh, I knew Steve 
through and through. He couldn’t fool me 
with his flattery, his teasing. To him, I was 
something to attain, a challenge. 

I couldn’t deny that I enjoyed being 
with Steve. After Paul’s dark brooding 
nature, Steve was fun. As I had ration- 
alized my need to work, so now I justified 
my friendship with Steve. Steve was good 
for me, I reasoned. He made it easier for 
me to return to Paul each evening. Steve 
was so normal. Like a mother confined 
with a sick child, I needed a change of 
pace to keep me balanced. As long as I 
kept our relationship centered around the 
store and our little lunches, what was the 
harm in it? 


4 VEN WHILE I thought this, I knew 
—~ well enough that relationships never 
stay the same. They develop or they die. 


But I didn’t recognize the moment of 


change until it was too late. Steve had to 
deliver a stove out of town. The de- 
livery man was sick, and Ray asked him 
to make the trip. Steve asked me to go 
along with him for the ride. It was around 
noon on a Saturday, and he said he’d drop 
me off home on the way back. It was a 
lovely warm day. It would be fun to ride 
out on the truck, I thought. 

We delivered the stove and Steve helped 
the new owner set it up in his brand new 
home. Then we started back. I didn’t pay 
too much attention to the route Steve took 
until he stopped the car outside a big 
apartment house. 

“This where I live,” he said lightly. “I'll 
run the truck into the garage and take you 
home in my convertible. You must be 
bumped to pieces by this time. The truck 
drives like a tractor.” 

I got out of the truck and waited while 
he backed his convertible out and then ran 
the truck into the garage. I loved riding 
in a convertible, feeling the wind against 
my face; and with the sun so warm and 
bright, it would be nicer than the old truck. 

“Let’s go up to my place and I'll fix us 
a drink,” Steve said. “I could sure use 
one. It’s really hot!” 

“T have to get home,” I protested. “Paul, 
that is, my husband is waiting for me.” It 
was the first time I had referred to Paul 
directly. 

Steve took my arm and pushed me gently 
toward the front door. “It won’t take a 
minute. I want you to meet my wife.” 

It seemed silly to refuse. And it would 
make things better all around, I thought, 
if I met his wife. So I followed him into 
the apartment and down a dim hallway. I 
waited while he unlocked his door. 

“Edna!” Steve called loudly. 

There was no answer. My heart sank. 
Then anger blazed through me. This was 
a trap. Steve knew darned well his wife 
wouldn’t be home. Standing stiffly by the 
door. I heard him call out again, knowing 
there’d be no answer. 

“How stupid can you get!” he chuckled. 
“Of course she isn’t here. Saturday she 
always takes the washing and goes over 
to her mother’s place. There’s a machine 
here but so many people use it ” He 
gave one of his characteristic shrugs. 
“You'll just have to meet Edna another 
time.” Then when I turned and opened 
the door, “Hey, where are you going? 
Don’t you want that drink?” 

It would have been so easy to walk out 
the door. It would all have been different. 
Just a few steps and I’d have been safe. 
But I was rooted to the floor, lost for a 
moment, one fatal moment, in the deep 
blackness of Steve’s eyes. He came to me 
and put his hands on my shoulders to help 
me out of my coat. I shuddered, his touch 
igniting me. 

“Steve!” I half moaned. “Take me home. 
Please!” 

“Do you really want to go, Lorna?” His 
voice was low. His fingers closed hard on 
my shoulders. 

My heart was pounding against my ribs. 
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My throat was dry. I opened my lips but 
no words came out. His arms closed 
around me. He bent down and kissed me, 
lightly at first. and then deeply. passion- 
ately. 

“Steve! Steve!” I sobbed. and clung to 
him shamelessly, every fiber of my being 
awakened in a response that was like a 
tidal wave. It was like waking from a long 
sleep. The desire that had lain dormant 
during the months of my marriage to Paul 
was now demanding fulfillment. 

Steve went on kissing me and caressing 
me, and then as long experience had taught 
him, he recognized the moment of complete 
surrender and lifted me in his arms and 
started toward the divan. 

“Your wife!” I whispered. 
she comes?” 

“She can’t—until I go after her. She 
gets a ride over with me in the morning, 
and I pick her up in the afternoon.” 

“Then you knew—you knew all along 
she wouldn’t be here.” 

Steve laughed softly. “Does it matter, 
darling?” Then his lips stifled my further 


protest. 


“What if 


T WAS NEARLY FIVE when I got 
home. Steve had let me out two blocks 

from the apartment so Paul wouldn’t sus- 
pect anything. Paul met me at the door, 
his face tight with fury. 

“Where have you been?” he demanded 
furiously. 

“We had to work late.” I cringed be- 
neath his suspicious stare. I was conscious 
of my lips still burning from Steve's kisses. 

“Ray has been home for hours,” Paul 
went on. 

“Oh! Steve and I had to deliver a stove.” 
With every bit of control I had, I made my 
voice calm. 

“Steve?” 

“The salesman. Ask Ray if you doubt 
my word.” With a quick movement, I 
slipped past Paul and went into our bed- 
room and closed the door. I was shaking 
all over. 

Paul said nothing more until that eve- 
ning when we were in bed. Then in the 
darkness his voice came to me filled with 
remorse. “I’m sorry, Lorna. I don’t know 
what got into me. I shouldn’t have jumped 
you like that. Ray told me all about the 
delivery boy getting sick. He apologized 
for keeping you late, making you ride out 
with that—that salesman to show him the 
Ww ay.” 

Ray had covered for me. Then he must 
know about Paul. Or, did he suspect what 
was between Steve and me. I was grateful. 
but | was scared. What had happened in 
apartment must never happen 
again, I vowed, staring into the darkness. 
Not for the world would I break Paul’s 
heart by letting him know I was unfaithful 
It would be like kicking a man 
when he was down. 


Stev e’s 


to him. 
“Lorna!” 
“Yes, dear.” I made my voice drowsy. 
“Am I forgiven?” 
\s I had done so often, I reached out my 
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hand for Paul’s. I held his hand tightly, 
as one holds the hand of a frightened child. 
“You're forgiven,” I said softly. “But don’t 
let it happen again. I love you. Only you.” 

“T don’t see how you can,” Paul said. “If 
only we had met years ago—before that 
shell exploded, when I was young and— 
and a man. God! Why? Why didn’t it 
kill me outright.” 

I threw the covers back and went to 
Paul. I slipped in beside him and cradled 
him in my arms. “Don’t!” I soothed. “Don’t 
torture yourself this way. It doesn’t mat- 
ter, darling. I don’t want that—that kind 
of love.” 

But I had wanted it that afternoon. And 
I had taken it. And now shame and re- 
morse filled me. Because. strangely. I loved 
Paul. I didn’t love Steve. I recognized it 
for what it was, physical hunger. Nothing 
more. Hunger as normal as the appetite 
for food. But I was married to a man who 
couldn’t appease that hunger. And it was a 
sin to go to another man’s arms. 

It will never happen again, I vowed si- 
lently. long after Paul was sleeping against 
my breast. Never! 


HEN STEVE suggested lunch, I 
turned him down. “It’s because of 


Saturday afternoon, isn’t it?” he asked. 
“Yes,” I told him flatly. “I’m married.” 
“Are you in love with your husband?” 

Steve demanded. He was sitting on the 

corner of my desk. Ray was out of the 

store, so we were alone. 

“T love my husband dearly.” I said. “I’m 
terribly ashamed. I wouldn’t hurt him for 
the world.” 

“Nobody has to get hurt.” Steve insisted. 
“Tt’s done every day. The wrong people get 
married to one another——” 

“T don’t want to talk about it anymore. 
If you—if you bother me, I'll quit my job.” 

Steve laughed. “Don’t be so dramatic, 
Lorna. Well. if you won’t go to lunch with 
me, I'll have to eat by my lonely self.” 

After he had gone out, I opened my 
lunch, but the food tasted dry. I threw it 
into the waste basket, then tried to write 
some letters. But my fingers hit all the 
wrong keys on the typewriter. My head 
felt hot. Tears crowded against my eyes. 

Steve! Steve! I whispered forlornly, 
and again the wanting possessed me. To 
have him hold me. And kiss me! Nobody 
needs to get hurt. The words taunted me. 

After a week of torture. seeing Steve 
every day, I decided that the only solution 
was to quit the job. So I went to Ray. 

“It’s Steve, isn’t it?” he asked kindly. 

My flaming cheeks gave him his answer. 
“Don’t blame Steve,” I said, my voice low 
with misery. “It was as much my fault.” 

“Steve can’t help having no morals.” 
Ray explained. “He ran away from home 
when he was sixteen. He was in the service 
for four years. And ever since he grew up 
girls have chased after him. He’s just that 
kind of man. Strong. Virile as they come. 
I wish I had some of it.” 

“Does his wife know 


asked. 


he chases?” I 
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“Sure. A wife always knows.’ 


And a husband knows too. The unspok. 


en thought lay between us. 

“I'll leave the end of the week,” I said, 

Ray told me he hated to lose me. but he 
understood. He agreed that I was being 
wise. I was going to ask him not to say 
anything to Martha about the affair, but 
then I knew Ray wouldn’t betray me to 
anyone—not even to his wife. 

I didn’t leave at the end of the week. 
Ray came down with one of those wretched 
virus infections. He was so sick that he 
had to go to the hospital. Steve and I were 
in charge of the store. It meant that we 
had to stay late to close up every night, 
The summer had gone and the darkness 
came early. Steve insisted on driving me 
home. The first few nights, he made no 
effort to make love to me. And then one 
night, it happened again. It was a Friday 
night when the store stayed open until 
nine. When we closed up, Steve insisted 
we go into a little bar and have a drink. 

When we drove home he deliberately 
swung off course, driving through the park. 
“Please, Lorna!” he pleaded. “Just for a 
little while. I'll be good. I promise.” He 
reached for me. 

“Steve! It’s all wrong,” I cried out. “We 
can’t go on like this. If Paul ever found 
out, it would kill him. He’s sick! I’m all 
he has.” 

It was useless trying to reason with 
Steve. He knew what he wanted, and what 
was worse, he knew how to get it. I was de- 
fenseless against him, spurred on and on 
by the yearning of my body, the part of 
me that I had thought was dead after 
Norman walked out on me. 

“As long as nobody gets hurt.” Steve 
said that over and over—until finally | 
came to think it too. So I saw him again 
and again during the three weeks that Ray 
was ill. Paul didn’t question me as he had 
the first time—when I came home late. He 
knew Ray had put me in charge of the 
store. I took it for granted that Paul was 
satisfied that it was the store that kept me. 
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NE SATURDAY afternoon, I knew bet- 
ter. Steve and I had been to his apart- 
ment. We got home around five. When we 
turned the corner, I saw the crowd gath- 
ered outside the apartment house. 

“Must be an accident,” Steve said. 
“There’s the ambulance just leaving. 
“Want me to let you out here?” 

I nodded. and when the car stopped, I 
got out hurriedly, a sick feeling in the pit 
of my stomach. Something might have 
happened to Judy. If so, it would be God’s 
way of punishing me for my sins. Don’t 
let it be Judy, 1 prayed, running toward 
the apartment house. 

“What happened?” I asked someone in 
the crowd. 

A man answered me. “Some guy tried 
to commit suicide. Shot himself.” 

“No! No!” I cried hysterically. I knew 
it was Paul. Even before Martha came to 
me and told me. 

“Poor poor Paul!” Martha said. “Why, 











” why would he do such a thing?” three months before I dared leave him to “You love that guy, don’t you,” Ray said, 
he unspok I had no answer, no answer I could give go back to my job. Ray had insisted on with a kind of wonder in his voice. “The 
Martha. “Is he dead?” I asked numbly. keeping my salary going. It was all we had way you stuck by him! I’m glad it all 
k,” I said She shook her head. “He was alive to live on, that and a small insurance policy turned out, Lorna. I’m glad you got Steve 
me, but he when they put him in the ambulance. Come Paul had. But the telephone company held out of your system. Steve is a good guy, 
was being | honey. I'll drive you to the hospital. Paul s job for him too, And two weeks but he isn’t Paul.” Ray looked away from 
not to say p We better hurry!” after I was back on the job, he went back me. He cleared his throat. “They don’t 
affair, but Paul was still alive when we reached the _ to work. _Now there was no conflict over come any better than Paul.” 
ray me to hospital. He was in surgery where they me working. Paul realized how desper- I was grateful, deeply grateful. Because 
were trying to remove the bullet. Martha ately we needed the money to pay up all I needed all the support anyone could give 
the week. and I waited hours until they brought him our bills. me. It wasn’t going to be easy, making my 
> wretched down to his room. Hours in which I knew I dreaded that first meeting with Steve marriage to Paul work. I knew that. There 
‘k that he | the bitter anguish of remorse, knew that at the store. But I didn’t need to. Because might be other temptations—like Steve. I 
ind I were | Steve's glib phrases were lies, lies to si- when we met face to face, it was as though knew that too. I was young and healthy 
1t that we | lence a guilty heart. Because someone al- he were a complete stranger. The fever and there would be times when my body 
ery night, | ¥aYS gets hurt when you do wrong, and so that had burned through me was complete- would cry out against the sacrifice I was 
darkness | often it is someone you love dearly. And ly purged by those days and weeks of demanding of it. And the only thing that 
riving me I did love Paul. Now that his life was hang- nursing Paul back to health. Steve made would hold me to Paul was my love for 
made no | iné by a thread, I knew how much I loved a tellin autee at ching e-em him, a love that had already been severely 
then one him. I prayed for his life. I prayed for a to lunch, but when I refused, he let the tested, 
a Friday second chance at being his wife. pee roe ii heen te fens alae a Paul is the only man in the world for me. 
pen until It was not until the next day that Paul ; J . fel p- - , I ’ We can never find complete happiness to- 
e insisted | came to and knew me. I was sitting beside "°W * * we Ie oR gether. But my experience with Steve 
a drink, | his bed. He turned his head and his dark I’m going to open a second store, hay taught me one thing, that physical infatua- 
liberately eyes searched my face. I could see that he told me, at the end of my first week back tion isn’t a lasting thing, and it is con- 
the park, was surprised to see me there. on the job. I'm putting Steve in charge. cerned only with the taking. But love, even 
‘ust for a “Paul. dearest!” I said. bending over He won’t work here any more. I thought Joye without sex, can stand alone and it 
nise.” He him. “Everything is all right.” you'd like to know.” endures—because it brings the happiness 
He seemed to be “Thanks, Ray. But you don’t have to get of giving. That kind of happiness has 


out. “We 





He closed his eyes. 
sleeping. Then his lips moved. His voice 
was so weak. I had to bend closer to hear. 


rid of Steve because of me. It’s—it’s over 


and done. My only concern is for Paul.” 


made an even stronger bond between Paul 
and me than some people find in a normal 





er found 
! Tm all “You're free.” he whispered. “I—I want [| met Ray’s level gaze without flinching. marriage. THE END 
you to—to marry Steve. That’s why I—” 
son with His voice trailed off. 
and what “No. Paul,” I said. “I don’t want to 
I was de. marry Steve. It’s you I love. You must I Couldn’t Leave Him Alone 
1 and on believe me.” 
- part of Weakly, he reached his hand up and (Continued from Page 31) 
ad after caught a strand of my hair. “Thanks, , 
honey. But it won’t work.” He fell silent years ago. As I watched them approach since Hank and I married. Now I was 
” Steve again, and then, “You mustn’t blame your- my heart began pounding again. wondering if the memories were as deeply 
finally | self. I—I had no right to marry you.” Getting jilted had been a shattering ex- _ buried as I had thought? 
m again The doctor entered the room and came to _perjence. Beside the awful hurt, there had Miles came up to me and a dozen tan- 
that Ray | the hed. “He just isn’t trying.” he said, heen the blow to my pride, and the humili- | gled questions raced through my mind. 
s he had | shaking his head. “He still wants to die.” ation of the gossip that flashed over town. What would he say? How would he act? 
late. He “What can I do?” I asked desperately. [t had been a delightful morsel for wag- Would he pretend nothing had happened? 
> of the | “Reassure him every time he comes to. ging tongues! Miles Griffin, jilting Betty He held out his hand. “Betty, I want 
‘aul was Let him know you love him and want him White, Danville’s prettiest girl, to marry _ to tell you how sorry I was to hear about 
cept me. to live. That’s about all you can do.” plain Nancy Harbin. your family losing Aunt Vivian. I know 
And that’s what I did. Over and over, I guess if I’d had the courage, I could how much you all thought of her.” 
1ew bet- I told Paul that I loved him. Again and have held my head high, even with my His flashing brown eyes were gazing 
s apart- again I repeated that I didn’t want to heart breaking, and laughed it all off. steadily into mine, saying, “How about let- 
‘hen we marry Steve. I only left the room to grab That’s the best way to handle gossips. But ting by-gones be by-gones, Betty? Why 
‘d_gath- a bite to eat and to nap for half an hour — | did the worst possible thing; I ran off a _ give these small-town scandal mongers any 
at the insistence of the doctor. When- few weeks later and got married—a re- more to talk about?” 
e said. ever Paul opened his eyes, I was there. bound marriage if there ever was one. I felt my hand tingle as Miles’ strong 
leaving. “Don’t worry about the job,” Ray told Aunt Vivian had died in the spring of fingers closed over it. “Thank you, Miles,” 
me, when he was up and around. “You _ the fourth year of my marriage to Hank I answered quietly. 
pped, I take care of Paul. He needs you. Then— Leighton. Maybe you couldn’t call those My gaze traveled over his face and each 
the pit when things are all right again, you come —_four years breathlessly exciting, but they feature it touched caused the years to drop 
t have back to work.” had been sane and comfortable. We had away, like a veil. His thick, black eye- 
e God's And Martha took Judy for me so that a little apartment and Hank had a steady _ brows,- his wide, snapping black eyes, his 
Don't I was completely free to stay with Paul job and I guess I had as much to be con- full mouth. The sun-burned, manly rug- 
toward every day. His recovery was slow, but he tented with as most young women. The — gedness of him. Yes, he was still the Miles 
: finally made it. The day that he was re- _ bitter, painful memory of Miles Griffin had I had loved, as strong and forceful as ever, 
one leased from the hospital, the doctor said, gradually faded until I thought I had bur- _ the kind of man you couldn’t forget in a 
‘Love and faith work miracles. Medical ied it forever in a secret corner of my _ lifetime. I wondered if he still drank a 
y tried | research and know-how can only go so far. heart. lot and drove his car too fast and did the 
It ‘was your loyalty, your devotion, Mrs. So. when I got the telegram from Moth- wild, unpredictable things that made him 
[knew | Printiss, that saved your husband’s life.” er, telling of Aunt Vivian’s death, I felt so exciting and wonderful? 
ume to : secure enough in my new life to fly home “Betty, I want you to meet my wife, 
: N THE WEEKS that followed, Paul de- for the funeral. It was the first time I'd Nancy.” 
“Why, pended upon me completely. It was had the courage to make a trip back there With an effort, I pulled my gaze from 
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his face and turned to the quiet, shy girl 
at his elbow. “Nancy,” he said, complet- 
ing the introduction, “this is an old friend, 
Betty White—or, rather, it’s Leighton now, 
isn’t it?” 

I had never met Nancy, but I could tell 
by the way her eyes widened, that she 
knew she was shaking hands with the wom- 
an from Miles’ past. She smiled in a sweet, 
sincere way, though, as if willing, too, to 
forget what was over. 

Miles chuckled. “Betty and I were the 
moral hazards of our high school. Remem- 
ber when they caught us smoking in the 
library, Betty?” 

“Yes, and the night we drove your jalopy 
through town with the muffler off—” My 
voice trailed self-consciously. “Well, I see 
the old town is as sleepy and quiet as 
ever.” 

Miles made a wry face. “Too sleepy to 
He lit a cigarette. “You were 
smart to move to the big city. We’re going 
there, too. [ve taken a job with the May- 
fair Real Estate Company.” 

My heart gave a silly bounce. “Not 
really? Why, I know where that is. We’d 

we'd practically be neighbors.” 

Nancy smiled at me in her frank, open- 
hearted manner. “It will be nice having 
somebody we know there. I get cold feet 
every time I think about moving to a city 
that big and not knowing a soul. I guess 
I’ve been a small town girl too long!” 

“Oh, you'll love it,” I told her. “There’s 
so much to do, and I'll introduce you to a 
lot of people. We’re in the telephone book. 
Call us as soon as you get settled!” 

(nd my heart whispered, “I’m going to 
see Miles again!” 

I stayed in Danville for a week, helping 
Mother close Aunt Vivian’s big old house 
and pack away her things. Mr. Sinclair, 
\unt Vivian’s lawyer, stopped at our house 
one evening. He told me they were going 
to read Aunt Vivian’s will before I left. “I 
helped her make it out,” he confided. “and 
! can tell you she left the house to you, 
Betty. You were her favorite niece.” 

I cried when he told me that. Not be- 
cause Aunt Vivian was at peace after years 
of pain, but because she’d had such a 
lonely life. I had never realized how much 
I had meant to her all those years. 

As I sat beside a window in the plane 
taking me home, my head spun with all 
that had happened. The real estate com- 
pany told me they should be able to sell 
(unt Vivian’s house for from seven to ten 
thousand. Why, to Hank and me that was 
Instead of plodding along at 
a dead-end job, Hank could realize his 
life-long ambition of starting a business of 
his own. We could even make the down 
payment on a home! 

When the plane landed, I saw Hank’s 
familiar lean figure. He’d come straight 
from work at the garage. He was still 
wearing his grease-smeared khakis and a 
leather jacket. He ran to meet me and 
swept me up in his arms. “Gosh, I didn’t 
know a week could be so long, honey,” he 
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grinned, and got a grease smear on the end 
of my nose. 

“Put me down, you monkey!” I laughed. 
“People are staring!” 

I decided on impulse not to tell him 
about the legacy until I could surprise him 
with the actual cash. If something hap- 
pened to prevent the sale of the house it 
would be too cruel a disappointment. 

That night at supper I lost track of what 
Hank was saying several times, and had 
to jerk myself back to reality. My mind 
kept wandering to those moments I had 
talked with Miles. When we went to bed 
that night, Hank took me in his arms and 
made love in his unromantic, awkward 
way. Long after he’d gone to sleep, I was 
wide awake, staring through a window at 
a starry patch of sky. The old sting of hurt 
pride that I thought was buried forever, 
had returned, as bad as ever. 


NE MORNING a few weeks later, the 
telephone rang, and when I picked it 
up, I heard Nancy’s voice. She and Miles 
had finished moving and were living in an 
apartment not far from us. I immediately 
asked them over for dinner that evening. 
Then I flew into cleaning our shabby 
little apartment. When Hank came home 
from work that afternoon, I told him we 
were having guests. a couple who had 
moved here from my home town. 

“Oh?” Hank went into the bathroom 
to take off his greasy work clothes. 
“Who?” 

I was in the apartment’s insultingly 
small kitchen, dividing my time between 
the salad and a ready-mix cake. “Miles 
and Nancy Griffin.” I answered. 

For a moment, there was no sound from 
Hank. Then he stood in the kitchen door- 
way with his shirt in one hand. “Miles 
Griffin?” He frowned slightly. “That 
name’s familiar. Isn’t he the guy you used 
to go with before I met you?” 

“Oh, Miles and I were engaged off and 
on through high school. You know, kid 
stuff. He’s kind of egotistical, but he has 
a sweet wife and they don’t know anybody 
in town. I thought it would be nice to sort 
of get them started around here.” 

A half hour later, I had the roast and 
cake in the oven, the table set, and every- 
thing under control. Then I opened the 
kitchen cabinet and took down the item 
that had shot my week’s food budget—a 
fifth of good Scotch. It was the height of 
extravagance, but I wanted us to make a 
good appearance before Miles. And high- 
balls were essential to the evening as far 
as he was concerned, I knew. 

I mixed myself a small one before I 
started dressing. As I sipped the highball 
on an empty stomach, my pulse speeded up 
and I felt gay and lightheaded, the way I 
used to feel when Miles and I dated. 

We had been the wild ones, the daring 
ones, back home. In our staid little town, 
Miles’ family, living in the big house on 
the hill, had seemed unbelievably sophisti- 
cated. Miles was the first in our crowd to 
smoke and drink. And because I had been 


so crazy about him, I had made myself 
over to please him. I knew that prudes 
bored him. So, I didn’t act shocked the 
first time he offered me a drink; I took it, 
I smoked too, and talked just as daring as 
he did. When he wanted to do something 
crazy. like going swimming up at the lake 
a month after the season closed, I was right 
with him. 

We had seemed so right for each other, 
Together, we’d made a striking couple. | 
had a healthy, athletic body, too, that 
could keep up with Miles on the tennis 
court or swimming pool. 

Then Nancy had come along with all her 
family’s money. Mile’s father was in finan. 
cial trouble. Miles knew that unless he 
married money. he’d have to go to work 
somewhere for a small starting salary and 
he wasn’t the type to do that. So he mar- 
ried Nancy. I’d hated him for that—oh 
how I'd hated him! And yet I'd never 
entirely gotten him out of my system. 

When the doorbell rang, I greeted Miles 
and Nancy. They were both very well 
dressed. I saw Miles’ car parked at the 
curb, an expensive convertible. I was sud- 
denly self-conscious about our own appear- 
ance. The furniture in our stuffy little 
apartment had never looked so shabby! 

Hank seemed to like Nancy and Miles 
both. Some of the tired lines in his face 
relaxed as we chatted gaily. 

When I brought out the highballs, 
Hank’s eyebrows raised. “Special occa- 
sion,” I whispered to him. 

All through dinner I was conscious of 
the pull of Miles’ personality. For four 
years I had despised him for all the humili- 
ation and pain he had caused me. And yet, 
I was still drawn to him by something 
stronger than reason. 

Once, we were in the kitchen together. 
I was stacking dishes. He smiled down at 
me. “You still know how to mix my high- 
balls just right.” 

I felt the pulse in my temple beating 
hard. I mixed the drink for him and when 
he took it from me, our fingers brushed. 
sending a shock up my arm. Miles sipped 
the drink, his intense, dark eyes examin- 
ing my face over the rim of his glass. 
“You're still the most beautiful girl that 
ever came out of Danville.” He mur 
mured and suddenly squeezed my fingers. 

I realized I was trembling all over. A 
feeling of triumph raced through me. | 
was still desirable to Miles! I could see it 
in his eyes. What a thrill that brought to 
my sick pride. 

We returned to the living room. Miles 
talked about his new job with the real 
estate company and the large apartment 
they were renting. “How nice to have room 
to move around,” I sighed. “Hank and I 
have been sort of camping out here until 
we could find a house we liked. We want 
to buy a place that’s large enough and in 
a nice part of town.” 

Hank looked at me strangely. We had 
talked about buying a house, sure, but tt 
had been like wishing for a summer resort 
on the moon. Now I was making it sound 
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3s if we were ready to buy tomorrow. I 
tiked about the business that Hank was 
planning to start, too. Miles Griffin made 
me so angry with all his show of prosper- 
ity and success—it was like flaunting 
Nancy’s money in my face. I didn’t want 
him to think I’d married just a run-of-the- 
mill garage mechanic with no future. 
When they got ready to leave, Miles said, 
‘Betty, if we can give you any help on 
fnding that house, give us a call. The 
company I work for has some good list- 
” 


ings. 


HAT NIGHT, in bed, Hank reproved 

gently, “Gosh, honey, you sure were 
laying it on thick. Now we're buying 
houses, and us with less than a hundred 
bucks in the bank.” 

“Qh, that darn Miles Griffin makes me 
so mad!” I raged. “Always bragging about 
what a big success he is! It’s Nancy’s 
money they’re living on. That job of his is 
just a front.” 

“Why should that make any difference 
to you?” Hank asked mildly, not knowing 
how close he had come to hitting a vital 
spot. Then he sighed. “If I could only 
open my own shop. We could afford a 
house in a few years, then. Maybe take a 
trip once in a while. . . .” His voice trailed 
of in a soft snore. He was so tired he’d 
gone to sleep in the middle of a sentence. 

We may be closer to all that than you 
realize, Hank, I thought. If only that real 
estate dealer in Danville can sell Aunt 
Vivian’s house! 

The very next day, I decided to call 
Miles. “I guess you’re surprised to hear 
from me so soon, Miles. But I thought I’d 
like to see some of the houses you have 
listed.” 

“Swell,” he exclaimed. “I'll take this 
afternoon off and we'll ride around and 
see some of them!” 

He pulled up in front of our apartment 
building in his big car shortly after two. 

“I have a place in mind that I think 
would be perfect for you two,” he told me, 
turning the steering wheel with his strong, 
brown hands. “It’s modern, but not too 
extreme. Has a large patio, a paneled den, 
three nice bedrooms, and tile bath. Of 
course,” he admitted doubtfully, “the down 
payment might be too steep for you.” 

“We.can afford it,” I assured him. Then 
I told him about the legacy I was getting. 
But I made him promise not to spill the 
beans to Hank. I wanted it to come as a 
complete surprise. “I want the house to 
be a surprise, too. So don’t tell him we've 
been looking.” 

Miles drove to the house. It was abso- 
lutely perfect. I fell in love with it the 
second we pulled into the white graveled 
driveway, Inside, I ran from room to room 
like an excited child. “Why, it had every- 
thing! Even a workshop for Hank to 
putter with in the evenings.” 

“Like it?” Miles asked. 

“Like it? Oh, it’s—it’s ” T turned 
and looked at him starry-eyed. And then, 
I was suddenly acutely aware of the silence 
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of the house, the empty rooms around us, 
and the two of us, here in this privacy. 
And I was aware of Miles’ eyes, looking 
steadily into mine. I felt the strong physi- 
cal pull between us, almost pushing me 
into his arms. Shakily, I walked out of 
the house. 

“Now, how about a drink?” he asked 
when we were back in the car. 

We went to a quiet, secluded bar. Miles 
raised his martini and touched it to the rim 
of my glass. “Here’s to the house.” But 
his eyes were boring into mine, saying, 
“And here’s to us, Betty, you and me, to- 
gether again.” 

My heart pounded furiously as I raised 
my glass to my lips. How could I be so 
attracted to a man like Miles? He cer- 
tainly wasn’t worth much or he wouldn't 
have married Nancy for her money. Yet, 
his dashing good looks, his personality did 
something to my heart that my reason 
couldn’t control. 


THE NEXT WEEK, Nancy phoned and 
™ asked if Hank and I would go dancing 
with them. It was like old times to feel 
Miles’ gaze coming back to me again and 
again from across the table, to feel his 
arms just a bit too tight when we danced. 
Neither Hank nor Nancy were very good 
dancers so they sat on the sidelines while 
Miles and I whirled around the floor. 

We'd both be laughing and out of breath 
when we came back to the table after a 
dance. There would often be a wistful look 
on Nancy’s plain face. “You look 
wonderful together. I wish I could dance 
like that!” 

Nancy was a shy, withdrawn girl who 
didn’t make friends easily. But I took her 
shopping, introduced her to our small cir- 
cle of friends and had her over for coffee 
several times a week. 

“Golly, you’re sweet to me, Betty,” she 
suddenly burst out one day, close to tears. 
“T don’t know what I would have done 
without your friendship.” 

I felt a stab of guilt. Deep in my heart, 
I realized I was being nice to her so we 
would see Miles more often. 

She was twisting her handkerchief, look- 
ing down at it with a flushed face. “I—I 
guess I ought not be telling you my per- 
sonal troubles. but I don’t have anyone 
else here to talk to. I’m so worried about 
Miles, I have to talk to somebody—” 

An icy point of fear touched my heart. 
“What's the matter with Miles?” I asked. 

She kept twisting the handkerchief. Her 
fingers were very white. “I—I think there’s 
another woman, Betty. He’s been acting 
strangely since we moved here. I know 
the symptoms; it’s happened before—” 

Her words gave me a double shock. For 
a moment, my thoughts were confused. Her 
implication that Miles had played around 
before was clear enough. Somehow, I 
hadn’t thought of him as philandering, why 
I don’t know; with his good looks and 
charm, he certainly appealed to women. 
But this business about him being inter- 
ested in somebody now gave me the real 
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shock. Could she possibly mean me? Had 
I drifted in that direction further than I'd 
realized? Shakily, I managed to ask if she 
had any idea who the woman was? 

She shook her head, tearfully. “It’s only 
a feeling. I hope I’m wrong.” 

Later that week, Miles took me to see 
some more houses. When I was in the car, 
I told Miles about Nancy’s suspicions. “Do 
you think that—that she’s gotten this idea 
about us?” 

He laughed away my concern. “Bet, 
Nancy is almost pathetically jealous. She’s 
always dreaming up some imaginary affair 
I’m supposed to be having. Don’t pay any 
attention to her.” Then his eyes met mine 
challengingly. “But, do you think she has 
a reason to be jealous about you and me?” 

My cheeks stung. I looked away, flus- 
tered. “Why . . . no—of course not .. .” 

“Bet—” His strong brown hand sud- 
denly clasped mine. “I have to drive out to 
the hills tomorrow to inspect a resort cabin 
we are selling. It’s a lovely place near a 
lake. How about going with me? We 
could take a picnic lunch and have a swim 
—just like old times back home. How 
about it?” he pleaded. “I miss doing those 
things with you, Bet. Nancy just isn’t 
much fun along those lines.” 

The blood raced through my veins and 
my wrists felt limp. A whole, wonderful 
day with Miles! It would be wrong, ter- 
ribly wrong, and the way I felt, dangerous. 
A day like that might put both our mar- 
riages in jeopardy. Yet, as Miles’ fingers 
tightened around mine and his eyes 
searched mine, deeply, I found it hard to 
say “no.” Again, the powerful, almost 
hypnotic pull between us was forcing aside 
my reason. Perhaps, I rationalized, it 
would be the thing to do. A day com- 
pletely alone with Miles might settle my 
confused heart, might tell me for once and 
for all what it was that I felt for him. I 
heard the words coming from lips, “All— 
all right, Miles.” 


[THE CABIN was an elegant affair. In- 
- side, it had a huge fireplace, expensive 
rattan furniture, and a bar. Behind it, was 
a lake, a beautiful sky blue patch of water. 
Miles and I hurried into our swim suits 
and ran down the grassy slopes to the lake. 
We splashed and raced like a pair of 
healthy animals. Then we had our picnic 
lunch and Miles mixed drinks for us. 

After we’d eaten, Miles found a program 
of smooth dance music on a portable radio 
he’d brought along. He pulled me to my 
feet, then his arms were around me, guid- 
ing me expertly over the waxed floor. 

The pressure of his arm around me, the 
warmth of his closeness made my head 
reel. I fought to keep my senses. This 
mustn’t go too far, I kept repeating to my- 
self. Almost without thinking, I had flirted 
with Miles ever since he and Nancy moved 
here. It had been a satisfying game. And 
Miles’ response had reassured my wounded 
pride. But I had no intention of drifting 
into an affair with Miles. I was too unsure 
of his real feeling for me, and mine for 





him. I had no real idea of Miles and I 
going back to the romance we had lost four 
years ago. He had Nancy now and I had 
Hank. 

But, in spite of those thoughts, the mag- 
netic current that seemed to flow between 
us whenever we were together, was keep- 
ing my emotions in a turmoil, making me 
miserable. When Miles offered me another 
drink, I knew it would be dangerous to 
take it, but I did anyway, on an impulse, 
hoping it would bring the old happy, secure 
feeling that alcohol usually gave me. I 
wanted to laugh and be gay, to shake this 
tension. 

The drink hit me harder than I’d ex- 
pected. My mind grew hazy and con- 
fused, my body relaxed. A warning voice 
in me cried to go back, go back. I was too 
near the point where there was no turning. 
hen, suddenly, Miles stopped dancing. 
His arm grew painfully tight around me, 
and he was kissing me hungrily. The touch 
of his lips awakened a physical response 
in me that was frightening. 

“Miles,” I whispered against his lips, 
trembling weakly. “No—no, Miles .. .” 

But he would not let me go. “Oh, Betty 

-Betty, darling. We belong together. 
We’re two of a kind—can’t you see? Dar- 
ling, don’t deny me—” 

He picked me up in his strong arms 
and carried me to a couch. Then his lips 
found mine again. I tried to push him 
away, but my arms were weak. “Miles, 
this is insane. We have to go home. I 
can’t do this to Hank—to Nancy—” But 


he silenced my protest with another kiss. 

And then the screen door slammed. We 
both whirled. A choked gasp stuck in my 
throat. It was Nancy! She was standing in 
the doorway, her plain, unpretty face look- 
ing all twisted and sick. “No,” she moaned. 
Not you, Betty. You pretended to be my 


friend. .. = 


“Nancy!” I screamed. I dragged myself 
from the couch, my hands out to her, 
pleadingly. “Please—listen to me—” 

But she only stared at us, her mouth 
twisted with dry sobs. “I—knew there 
was someone, Miles. I called your office 
today. They told me you’d come here. I 
was afraid—I rented a car to come and 
find out—” 

Her voice died. Looking small and piti- 
ful and defeated, she turned and walked 
out of the cabin. 

“Nancy!” Miles cried. He followed her. 
But I heard a car door slam and a motor 
start, then fade down the lane. 

In a moment, Miles returned. His face 
was tense with worry. “She said she was 
leaving me. She’s threatened to before, 
but I think she meant it this time.” 

“PI go to her,” I said. “Ill explain it 
was my fault. Oh, Miles, we’ve been so 
stupid!” 

He paced the floor, rubbing the back of 
his neck. “It won’t do any good for you 
to go to her. She can be stubborn. You’d 
only make it worse.” He looked almost 
ill with worry. 

[ touched his arm. “Miles, I’m so sorry 
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for you. I hadn't realized you felt so 
deeply about her.” 

He laughed shortly. “Don’t be ridicu- 
lous; I don’t give a hang about Nancy. 
You know why I married her, Bet. It’s her 
money I hate to lose.” 

His words were almost like a slap. I 
stared at him, shocked by his brazen state- 
ment. He didn’t give one thought to the 
pain he’d caused Nancy. This was the 
man who had kissed me a minute ago. In 
a sudden, clear flash, I could see Miles and 
me for exactly what we were. Two vain, 
shallow, selfish people, more concerned 
with our own pride than with the hurt we 
might cause others. 

“Take me home, Miles,” I said, feeling 
sick and dirty down to the core. I hadn’t 
been completely unfaithful to Hank, but I 
could not be proud of that fact. If Nancy 
had not broken in when she did, there’s 
no telling what would have happened. In 
my heart, I had sinned against Hank as 
surely as if I had given myself to Miles 
all the way. 


OR THE NEXT few weeks, I didn’t 

hear a thing from either Nancy or 
Miles. Hank would have wondered about 
that, except that something happened 
which took his mind completely off such 
things. I discovered that I was pregnant! 
The wonderful look of love and joy that 
crossed Hank’s face when he found out he 
was going to be a father made me get down 
on my knees and thank God every night 
that I had not thrown everything away that 
day at the lake. 

I tried to call Miles several times to 
find out what Nancy was going to do, but 
his office always told me he was out of 
town. Finally, he came by the apartment 
one day. He needed a shave and his eyes 
were hollow. He had been drinking heavily. 

“Well, Nancy has left me for good,” was 
the first thing he said when [ let him in. 
He moved around restlessly, smoking. 
“She’s back home now, getting a divorce.” 

I tried, but I couldn’t feel sorry for him. 
Not after the things he’d said. 

He suddenly turned and put his arm 
around me. “Betty, maybe it’s for the best. 
It should have been you and me all along, 
anyway. This clears the way for us now, 
darling.” And then he tried to kiss me. 

For just a moment, I felt the old re- 
sponse stir in me. pushing me toward him. 
But only for a moment. I stepped out of 
his arms and moved to a table where [ lit 
a cigarette. “Aren’t you forgetting some- 
thing, Miles? Aren’t you forgetting I have 
a husband?” 

He looked at me blankly, then waved his 
hand with an impatient gesture. “But you 
love me—” 

“No, Miles,” I said evenly. “I thought I 
did, for a long time, and maybe I did. But 
a lot of things have changed. For one 
thing, I am going to have Hank’s baby.” 

The room was very still for a long min- 
ute. Miles sat down. His eyes were hooded 
as he lit a fresh cigarette off the tip of 
the one he’d smoked down. He inhaled 


thoughtfully. He could see in my face thy 
anything he might say would be useles 
Finally, he said, softly, “I have to h, 
some money, Betty. With Nancy gone, 
flat. [ve even lost my car. You have} 
give me some money to go away and m 

a fresh start. After all, this is partly 
fault. You owe that much to me.” 3 
I stared at him blankly. “Money? Why 
Miles, I'd be glad to give you a little 
you need it, and if I had it. But I don, 
you know that.” 

“How about that legacy from your Auy 
Vivian?” 

His words hung in the air of the smal] 
room. “But—but that money is going to 
put Hank in business and buy us a home!” 
I protested. “You don’t think I'd give any 
of it to you!” 

“Let’s put it this way,” he said, rising 
“Unless you want Hank to find out abou 
that day at the lake—and in a way that 
he'll believe we really had an affair, that 
the child you’re about to have might be 
mine. You'd better give me that money” 

Slowly, the full realization of his cruel 
bargain came to me. Why, it was black 
mail! If I wanted to keep our marriage, 
keep Hank’s peace of mind and his love, 
I'd have to give Miles the money. I tall 
at him. How could I ever think he was 
dashing, exciting? If there was an ounce 
of feeling left in me for him, it vanished 
forever in that instant. 

I went through hell the next few days, 
trying to decide what to do. And then, one 
night, I looked at Hank across the supper! 
table from me. Through a blur of tes 
I saw every precious line of his face that 
had grown so dear. And I knew whatever 
the cost, I had to protect him from this’ 
disillusionment, this pain. Whether he be 
lieved Miles or me, there would be a doubt 
placed between us, and it might grow li 
a cancer until one day it would destroy 
his trust and our love completely. q 

When the house was finally sold and the 
check came from the real estate company, 
I turned it over to Miles, getting in retum 
his promise never to bother us again. Oh, 
I knew the chance I was taking. Mi 
promise was worth nothing. But he kne 
this was the only money we were 
likely to have, so I doubted that he wot 
trouble us any more. I knew, too, that! 
must caution my parents never to men i 
the legacy and be on guard the rest of 
life that Hank didn’t find out. 

Five years have passed since then. 
are living in the same, cramped apartmé 
Hank is working harder than ever to ma 
ends meet. We still talk about the he 
we may own some day, and the busin 
Hank will open. But we both kr 
secretly, that day will never come. 

Sometimes, I drive past the beautifi 
home we could have bought, just to rem 
myself what my unfaithfulness cusi us, 
cause I was unfaithful that day at the 
—in my heart, if not with my body. Buta 
night, when I see my husband and 
fine, healthy son together, I know I coul 
have lost a lot more. THE 
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